IN  FOUR  VOLUMES. 

HANDS, 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  G.  PE  ARCH,  N°  12,  Cheapside. 
M.DCC.LXX.  . 


j^V—ClJXXV. 


»  » 


Jo 


THE 


VALETUDINARIAN* 


AN  ODE; 


Said  to  be  written  by  Dr.  MARRIOTT, 


INHERITANCE  of weak,  but  proud  Mortality* 
Hence;  Difeafe  and  pining  Pain; 

With  all  your  pale  and  ghaftly  train, 

Toflings  dire,  heart-piercing  Moans, 

Sighs,  and  Tears,  and  hollow  Groans, 

_  The  harbingers  of  Death: 

Whether  ye  be 

The  fpawn  of  bloated  Luxury, 

0r  of  the  pellilential  breath 
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Of  Eurus  bred  :  or  from  the  ealtern  clime  : 

Hence!  to  your  ancient  feat, 

Where  ebbing  Nilus  leaves  his  putrid  flime. 

To  Volga’s  banks  retreat. 

Or  to  the  Cafpian,  or  Bengala’s  bay  ; 

From  Britain’s  happy  lands 
Halle  to  Arabian  fands, 

While  winds  fulphureous  burn,  and  urge  your  way: 
But,  Goddefs  of  the  dimpled  cheek, 

Whom  the  wanton  Cupids  feek, 

Come,  fair  Health,  to  -grace  the  fong. 

Bring  the  chearful  Mufe  along  ; 

Bring  laughing  Youth,  who  looks  behind  ; 
Love  on  Fancy’s  bread:  reclin’d  ; 

Wit,  no  poifon’d  dart  who  flings, 

Or  but  retorts  when  Envy  flings. 

Come  with  antic  Merriment, 

And  the  placid  child  Content; 

All  with  happy  fteps  advance. 

Join  the  fong,  and  lead  the  dance. 

Oft,  O  Goddefs !  let  thy  feet 
Viflt  this  my  lone  retreat ; 

Where  my  oak  extends  its  pride 
Of  twilled  arms ;  and  fit  to  ride 
Sublime  on  Neptune’s  fwelling  wave. 

Now  the  roaring  winds  doth  brave  ; 

Where  the  vine’s  foft  tendrils  run, 

And  fwell  to  meet  the  fouthern  fun  : 

Where  Contemplation,  wont  to  ftray. 

Winds  thro’  the  wood  her  eafy  way, 


Or 


Or  marks  the  lake,  the  field,  or  fky; 

The  filent  Angler’s  ftedfafl:  eye  ; 

The  Gunner’s  aim:  or  Indultry, 

Who,  with  his  loud  refounding  blow* 

Lays  the  nodding  foreft  low; 

Or  teaches  where  to  wind  the  ftream; 

Or  whittles  to  his  labouring  team: 

The  meads  which  fuck  the  dews  of  morn; 
Or  uplands  crown’d  with  golden  corn, 
Richer  than  Iberia’s  mine  : 

The  bleating  flocks ;  the  lowing  kine  ; 

The  fmoking  cots,  and  pointed  fpires. 

The  fetting  fun’s  reflecting  fires; 

Woods  dark  waving  in  the  dale  ; 

Rays  which  gleam  ;  and  clouds  which  fail 
Shades  and  lights  by  turns  contending; 
Gradual  colours  foftly  blending  ; 

All  as  Nature’s  pencil  clear 
Marks  the  variegated  year  : 

Thefe,  OGoddefs!  thefe  are  thine ; 
Offspring  of  immortal  line  ; 

Who  with  mortals  deign’fl  to  dwell, 

In  fome  low  and  rural  cell : 

To  haunt  the  brink  of  tinkling  rills; 

The  flowery  vales,  or  {loping  hills; 

And  when  the  plowman  turns  the  foil, 

To  chear  his  fong,  and  guide  his  toil. 
With  veft  fuccinft  in  Dian’s  train 
Oft  art  thou  feen  to  bruflr  the  plain. 
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While  thy  Ihrill  horns  fweet  Echo  roufe. 
Slumbering  on  the  mountain’s  brows: 

Oft  when  Winter  clouds  the  air, 

To.the  blazing  hearth  repair 
Thy  focial  feet,  where-e’er  the  bov/1 
Of  moderate  Mirth  unlocks  the  foul. 
When  tales  of  time,  and  ancient  fear 
Sufpend  the  young  aftonifh’d  ear  : 

Or  carrols  quaint  in  long-drawn  note 
Swell  the  ruftic’s  ample  throat: 

Or  where  high  lifted  Heps  refound. 
When  thepeafant  thumps  the  ground 
With  aukward  heel ;  and  gives  a  fail 
To  miilrefs  of  the  rural  ball : 

Or  prelfes  with  his  iron  hand, 

And  whirls  her  thro’  the  Ihouting  band. 
Nor  art  thou  wont  with  thefe  to  fport 
Alone:  but  where  the  Loves  refort. 

With  all  the  young  and  (hining  train 
Of  Cytherea’s  golden  reign, 

More  elegant,  to  lead  is  thine 
The  dance  ;  which  waves  its  eafy  line; 
Marks  the  graceful,  and  the  flrong; 
Where  fpeech  to  which  no  words  belong 
Makes  love  by  actions  never  pain’d, 

All  oppos’d,  but  nought  con  drain’d: 
Movements  mixing,  fwift,  and  flow. 
And  foot,  ear,  eye,  together  go. 

Thus  flufn’d  with  all  thy  native  charms. 
My  Delia  fpreads  her  winning  arms, 


Uplifted 
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Uplifted  foft,  and  feems  to  tread 
On  yielding  air,  or  ocean’s  bed: 

And,  as  (he  grants  her  model!:  hand, 
Damon’s  happy  eyes  demand, 

While  mov!d  by  her  he  feems  to  live. 

The  heart,  which  file  half  feems  to  give; 
If  thefe  delights,  O  Goddefs !  wait 
Ever  on  thy  happy  ftate, 

Bell  of  bMIinp-s  underftood. 

Only  fource  of  mortal  good  ; 

Hither,  bright  Kvgeia,  fly 
With  rofy  cheek,  and  fparkling  eye. 

Such  as  thou  do  ft  oft  appear 
When  thy  Heberden  is  near. 

Rich  with  Nature’s  genuine  grace. 

Come,  Goddefs !  to  my  warm  embrace. 
Far  from  all  I  fear,  or  hate j 
From  fplendid  life’s  delufive  ftate. 

Smiles  that  ftab,  or  that  betray: 

Gloom  of  heart  with  vifsgc  gay; 

Splendor  canker’d  with  diflrefs. 

Grandeur  mix’d  with  iittlenefs, 

Words  of  wind,  and  hopes  of  air. 

Clouds  which  threaten  dark  defpair. 

Craft  difloyal  to  his  truft. 

Here  High  Birth  licking  low  the  duft. 
There  upftart  Meannefs  fet  aftride 
Tlie  world,  too  narrow  for  his  pride. 

Far  from  Trade’s  too  bufy  feat. 

Of  Lofs  and  Gain  the  low  deceit. 
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Aukwa. ;  Pomp,  and  Vanity, 

Who  reftlefs  drive,  and  mount  the  Iky,- 
Proud  of  mifus’d  Liberty  ; 

While  fordid  Cunning,  Pafilon  blind. 
Ride  on  the  gilded  car  behind. 

From  Law’s  grimace,  and  mean  chicane. 
Which  rivets,  when  it  feems  the  chain 
To  loofe ;  receives  the  golden  fhower. 
And  offers  hecatombs  to  Power. 

From  language  low,  which  vulgars  prize. 
Creeping  Arts  which  mean  to  rife  ; 
Labyrinths,  which  ever  wind 
In  the  dark  and  double  mind : 

From  Profeffion’s  learned  fcene; 

Cant  of  words,  which  little  mean  ; 
Phyfic,  child  of  Luxury ; 

Clok’d  in  lhallow  myftery  : 

Falfe  Religion’s  forms,  which  bind 
The  body  to  enflave  the  mind  : 
Deputation's  rage  and  trouble  : 
Philofophic  fyftem’s  bubble : 

From  War’s  parade  ;  or  Eloquence 
In  fenates,  big  with  fmooth  pretence 
Of  public  good  :  from  Envy  mean. 

Who  midft  the  liberal  Arts  is  feen, 
Corrodes  the  page  which  Genius  drew. 
And  turns  afide  her  fullen  view. 

Each  work  of  Merit  pleas’d  to  blad. 
Then  feeds  upon  herfelf  at  lalL 
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From  thefe,  immortal  Go-idefs!  fly. 

And  blefs  thy  humble  votary. 

Give  me  Reafon’s  lading  pleafure, 

F.afe,  but  not  ignoble  leifure: 

Far  be  wild  Ambition’s  fires, 

Hopelefs  Love,  and  -fierce  Defires. 

I  alk  not  Fortune’s  glittering  charms. 

The  pride  of  courts,  the  fpoils  of  arms; 

By  filver  dream,  and  haunted  grove, 

O  give  my  peaceful  deps  to  rove: 

Beneath  the  fi-rade  of  pendent  hills. 

I’ll  liden  to  the  falling  rills. 

That  chafe  the  pebble,  as  they  dray  ; 

And  hade,  like  human  life,  away: 

Then  on  the  flowery  carpet  green. 

I’ll  fit  and  trace  the  rural  fcer.e ; 

While  by  the  mimic  pencil  drawn  % 
The  herds  fhall  feem  to  crop  the  lawn  j 
The  piping  Twain,  the  didant  towers. 

The  mod-grown  knotted  oaks,  and  bowers* 
As  bending  to  the  whifpering  breeze. 

Some  thatch’d  cot  rifing  ’mong  the  trees. 

In  rude  and  artlefs  lines  defign’d. 

Shall  faintly  mark  the  Mader’s  mind. 

Or,  if  foft  verfe  delight  us  more, 

O  grant  of  verfe  the  wonderous  power 
Strong  ideas  to  infpire; 

Words  v.'hich  paint,  and  founds  which  fire; 
Which  calls  up  iliaies  of  heroes  bold, 
Whofe  virtues  warm’d  the  times  of  old, 
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Dreffing  the  historic  page 

With  Terror,  Pity,  Love,  and  Rage  % 

Or  gives  to  Truth  the  tuneful  art 
With  moral  fong  to  mend  the  heart: 

Flow  it  eafy,  foft,  and  free, 

From  ill-conceiv’d  obfcurity; 

Afledlation’s  crowded  plumes. 

All  that  drains,  or  that  alTumes  j 
Nature  may  it  e’er  purfue, 

Defcribing,  as  we  feel,  the  true: 

Her  magic  glafs  while  Fancy  brings. 

Which  (hews  the  fleeting  form  of  things* 
Each  fair  aflemblage  knows  to  trace 
All  that  Nature  hath  of  Grace; 

While  Reafon  lends  her  facred  aid* 

And  in  the  beautiful  difplay’d, 

Sees  w-ilh  found  philofophy 
The  reflected  Deity. 

Thus  on  thro’  Manhood,  Youth,  and  Age* 
Nor  ftain’d  with  guilt,  nor  rough  with  rage* 
In  fmooth  meanders  life  fhall  glide. 

And  roll  a  clear  and  peaceful  tide* 


T  H£ 


(  i3  ) 


THE  ROYAL  VOYAGE, 


BY  THE  SAME. 


I. 


HIGH  on  the  bounding  bark  the  Royal  Fair 
Mounts  o’er  the  billows  of  the  watery  way  5 
Serene  as  Cynthia  thro’  the  fields  of  air. 

Queen  of  the  Night  extends  her  cloudlefs  ray. 

When  all  the  forefts  tremble  to  the  gleam, 

And  the  tranfparent  feas  refiedl  the  filver  beam- 

But  fee  the  whitening  furge,  the  gathering  clouds  ; 

.  Hark !  the  winds  whiftle  thro’  the  Ihrowds^ 

They  bow  the  mail,  they  rend  the  fail. 

The  fea-worn  mariner  is  pale. 

And  views  the  blackening  ftorm,  and  hears  th’  increafing  gale. 
But  not,  O  Royal  Maid, 

Let  Fear  thy  bread:  invade : 

Know,  happy  Fair!  approv’d  by  heaven. 

To  thee  the  empire  of  the  Main  is  given, 

In  vain  loud  winds  the  deep  deform. 

Love  lhall  triumphant  ride  the  ftorm. 

Peace !  every  roaring  child  of  troubled  air : 

IJnmov’d  the  Queen  of  fea-girt  Albion  fings  ; 

Her  flying  fingers  touch  the  firings; 

Arounfl 
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Around  their  Queen  the  trembling  train  repair : 

Her  courage  lifts  their  own; 

Her  mtfic  froths  their  care. 

II. 

Happy  Queen  of  Albion’s  ifle, 

On  whom  the  Loves  and  Graces  fmile : 

Hafte  from  Germania’s  plain,  and  death-devoted  fliore. 

Soon  thy  weary  fceps  fhall  try 
A  happier  land,  a  milder  fky. 

Where  no  din  of  arms  fh all  roar. 

Nor  winds,  nor  fwelling  feas  affault  thee  more. 

Thus,  ’midft  the  florins  which  blow 
O’er  Thracian  hills  of  fnow, 

Orpheus  tun’d  the  golden  lyre, 

And  faw  the  beafts  of  death  retire. 

Thus  fearlefs«f  the  night,  and  watery  grave, 

Leander’s  bofom  met  the  wave. 

While  Love  before  him  flew  his  way  to  guide. 

And  thro’  the  foaming  tide 
Gave  to  his  nervous  arm  redoubled  power. 

While  Hymen  fhook  the  torch  bright  on  the  diftant  tower. 
Hail!  happy  fires  of  mutual  love  unknown. 

To  purchas’d  dalliance  and  tumultuous  joy; 

True  Pleafure  fits  on  Virtue’s  awful  throne; 

There  all  the  Loves  their  golden  fnafts  employ  : 

Mild  and  unclouded  the  eternal  flame, 

Reward  of  virtuous  Love,  and  Heaven’s  belt  blefflng  cadye. 


III.  Swift 


3  1 


O  > 


Nor  oft  the  waning  moon  (hall  know  decay 
Ere  a  new  race  (hall  rife  of  fcepter’d  kings. 

From  thee,  Strelifian  Fair,  the  future  hero  fprings. 
See,  the  long  lines  of  royal  youths  extend, 

To  Britain’s  throne  new  fubje&s  bend; 

Where’er  her  glittering  (tandards  rife. 

In  other  feas,  in  other  (kies. 

Shall  fpread  the  godlike  fame  of  mildeft  victories. 
Aufpicious  youths  be  born! 

Arife!  O  hade!  your  native  foil  adorn! 

Not  valorous  arms  alone 
Shall  guard  the  regal  throne ; 

But  (hining  arts,  and  holy  laws, 

And  ancient  Freedom’s  well-defended  caufe. 

Shall  lift  fecure  your  praife  fublirne 

Thro’  all  the  radiant  paths  of  time. 

On  Dorubernian  cliffs  the  Mufe  hath  told. 

Prophetic  child  of  Druids  old, 

Whereon  (he  (its,  and  hears  from  either  pole 
In  every  wind  victorious  thunders  roll. 
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ODE  ON  DEATH. 

WRITTEN  IN  FRENCH  LY  HIS  MAJESTY  THE  KING 
OF  PRUSSIA. 


TRANSLATED  BY  THE  SAME. 


HAT  does  the  fad  prefaging  mean  ? 

Few  days,  few  years,  perhaps  few  moments  urge 
My  footfteps  to  the  dreary  verge, 

Where  Fate  the  curtain  drops  to  ciofe  the  fcene  : 

Then  farewell  Life  and  Light!  and  thou  bleft  Sun  ferene. 

Earth,  o’er  me  rolls  thy  mighty  bed ; 

The  world  recedes ;  I  view  the  grave  profound  : 

Of  life  I  touch  the  utrnoft  bound  ; 

And  ru(h  to  mix  a  victim  with  the  dead, 

Where  Fate  embraces  all,  and  none  can  backward  tread. 

While  yet  I  wake  or  deep,  there  (land 
Ten  thoufand  Deaths  inarms;  before,  behind. 

They  prefs  me  round  ;  and  every  wind 
Wafts  the  contagion  from  each  diftant  land. 

And  all  the  Elements  confpire  to  arm  the  dreadful  band ; 

Within 
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,  Within,  without,  above,  below, 

fey  turns  they  fink,  or  rend  my  feeble  frame. 

Now  chill,  now  urge  the  vital  flame. 

Till  Nature’s  tortur’d  ftream  forgets  to  flow. 

And  Art  itfelf  but  proves  a  ftill  more  dangerous  foe. 

Duft  to  its  Dull  will  foon  return 
This  mortal  part,  proud  Tyrant  of  the  Mind, 

Nor  leave  of  all  its  pomp  behind, 

But  horrid  leflons  human  Pride  Ihould  learn. 

Foul  Worms,  and  Blood,  and  Stench  that  fill  the  Royal  Urn 


Recede,  ye  bafe  and  fervile  train, 

I  cannot  be  the  mighty  thing  ye  fayj 
The  wretched  objeft  of  a  day, 

,  Which  flatter’d  Fancy  would  exalt  in  vain, 

1  know  what  I  muft  be,  and  what  I  am  difdain. 

But  warm’d  with  Heaven’s  eternal  flame, 

Shall  that  which  lives,  which  thinks,  the  Mind 
Be  fleeting  as  the  empty  wind  ? 

Or  fay,  can  Death  its  adlive  efforts  tame, 

O  God,  who  firft  infpir’d  this  animated  frame? 

No  :  fbr  the  Mind  above  the  grave 
Unfetter’d  fpringsj  and  fearching  Nature’s  flores 
It  knows  itfelf,  and  thee  adores. 

Secure,  O  God,  whofe  word  its  being  gave. 
That  what  created  firft  has  certain  power  to  fave ; 
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While  thus  of  Death  difpels  the  cloud. 

Can  fenfual  joy  life’s  narrow  view  coniine? 

True  Virtue  feels  the  hope  divine 
Of  blifs  fmcere  :  not  fo  the  guilty  crowd  ; 

Thy  arm  for  ever  blafls  the  wicked  and  the  proud. 

Great  God  !  and  is  eternal  pain 
Or  joy  of  Heaven  referv’d  for  me  in  ftore  ? 

Thy  breath  but  wafts  to  either  fhore  ; 

Scarce  can  the  tortur’d  mind  the  thought  fuftain  ; 

I  fly  forbidden  joys,  the  fenfual,  and  the  vain. 

Yet  fall  to  earth  is  Nature  bound  : 

Back  on  its  wonted  objects  turns  the  Mind, 

And  lags  the  flave  of  life  behind  : 

While  Reafon’s  efforts  are  too  painful  found 
To  rend  the  rooted  oak  that  loves  its  native  ground. 

Objects  of  every  jealous  eye. 

Ye  dreams  of  mortal  good,  that  fwift  decay. 

How  do  ye  flop  my  deflin’d  way  ? 

And  force  me  back  the  paths  of  fenfe  to  try  ? 

Ye  point  the  fling  of  Death,  and  more  than  once  I  die. 

Scenes  of  aflonifhment !  the  world  how  blind! 

Is  Death  depriv’d  of  all  his  mighty  power  ? 

Do  none  expeft  the  fatal  hour  ? 

Is  there  a  wifn  to  Nature’s  bounds  confin’d  ? 

Is  there  a  fell  erne  forgot,  or  toil  for  this  refign’d  ? 

•  #  ^ 
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.  See  Mortals  Hill  acquire,  aflume. 

As  if  more  vigilant  they  Death  could  (hun. 

To  honours  fly,  to  combats  run, 

,  And  he  whofe  footfteps  tremble  o’er  the  tomb 
Builds  up  new  plans  of  life,  and  fudden  meets  his  dooift. 

Rufli  on,  ye  madding  train, 

A  thoufand  rocks,  a  thoufand  ftorms  dcfpife. 

To  reach  the  good  ye  idolize  : 

Go,  of  accumulated  wealth  be  vain  : 

Go,  ravage  other  worlds,  if  other  worlds  remain 

Let  neither  law,  nor  power  divine. 

Nor  Nature’s  anxious  Monitor  within 

Reprefs  each  greatly  daring  Sin  ; 

Go :  bid  with  want  the  plunder’d  Orphan  pine. 

And  with  polluted  hands  difturb  each  facred  Shrine  | 

Proceed  :  but  foon  your  views  are  paft  ; 

Accurft,  at  once  ye  droop,  and  are  no  more ; 

Who  would  not  think,  to  fee  your  ftore. 

That  all  the  projects  your  Ambition  call 
ieyond  the  grave  were  ftretch’d,  and  would  for  ever  laft  ? 

Ye  mighty  Leaders,  mighty  Kings, 

With  flames,  and  blood,  whofe  battles  mark  your  way} 

Do  Monarchs  hope  eternal  fway? 

In  vain  each  diflant  clime  its  tribute  brings* 

Sprung  from  the  dull  ye  mix  with  long-forgotten  things. 

.  R  ?.  Hhnfel  f 


Himfelf  the  Vidlor  cannot  fave  ; 

If  but  to  die  is  yours,  how  lhort  is  Glory’s  fum? 

In  vain  ye  fought  and  overcome, 

Nor  aught  avail  the  fpoils  Ambition  gave 
To  hang  with  conquer’d  crowns  the  putrid  Monarch’s  grave. 

On  Nature’s  theatre  difplay’d 
All  is  the  fporf  of  Death  ;  the  change  I  fear  ; 

New  objedts  rife,  then  difappear  ; 

Around  my  brows  the  cyprefs  calls  a  lhade  ; 

I  fcorn  the  fweets  of  life,  and  all  its  rofes  fade. 

Yet  ’midll  this  fage,  but  painful  lore. 

While  awful  truths  their  facred  light  reveal. 

What  means  this  latent  wifh  I  feel  ? 

Is  then  my  bofom’s  Lord  itfelf  no  more  ? 

Wretch !  that  I  drag  new  chains  more  ponderous  than  before = 

Rules  then  the  mind,  this  Lord  fupreme? 

Which  every  weak,  and  vain  allurement  draws 
To  Pleafure’s  throne,  and  tyrant  laws. 

Quick  we  return  in  life  from  what  we  feem 
To  what  we  are,  and  wake  from  calm  Refledlion’s  dream. 

As  wandering  Fancy  leads  we  go'; 

By  turns  we  reafon,  or  fubmit  to  fenfe. 

And  incoherent  parts  commence 
That  fill  the  llage  of  Folly,  Shame,  and  Woe; 

Nor  from  the  hook  efcap’d  again  the  bait  we  know. 

Voltaire, 
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Voltaire,  in  this  eternal  round 
How  fwift  our  aftive  Spirits  urge  their  way  1 
By  both  extremes  deceiv’d  we  flray, 

Now  caught  by  fenfe,  now  loft  in  thought  profound. 
And  in  the  mutual  change  our  happinefs  is  found. 

INSCRIPTION 

UPON  A  MONUMENT. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

HOW  foon  with  nimble  wings  our  pleafures  hafte, 

And  clouds  involve  the  funfhine  of  the  day! 

The- wintry  ftorms  howl  o’er  the  dreary  wafte. 

And  faireft  things  tend  fwifteft  to  decay. 

In  dark  oblivion  all  our  glory  ends ; 

This  morn  we  flourifti,  and  the  next  we  fade. 

Time  lifts  his  fweeping  fcythe  :  the  pile  defcends 
Where  vain  Ambition  all  her  toils  difplay’d  ; 

The  work  of  nations,  and  the  pomp  of  power 
Sink:  the  once  lofty  fpire,  the  dome’s  proud  ftate : 

The  dull  receives  them  at  the  deftin’d  hour. 

And  mighty  kingdoms  feel  the  force  of  Fate. 

B  3  Fall, 


C  22  ) 


Fall,  vain  Ambition’s  pile,  and  lofty  fpires, 

"Bin  fpare,  Bern  Fate,  the  youthful  and  the  gay  j 
Soft  pity  fure  fuch  innocence  requires; 

And  fo  much  beauty  well  might  Death  delay. 


TO  A  LAD 


SITTING  FOR  HER  PICTURE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

TH  E  weary  look,  defponding  air. 
Ill  fuits,  my  Dear,  a  face  fo  fair 
SLefume  your  fmiles ;  again  fupply 
The  Graces  caught  by  Fancy’s  eye. 
While  Wilfon  fketches  out  the  piece. 
We’ll  talk,  to  pafs  the  time,  of  Greece  ; 
Of  Greece,  as  you  have  often  heard. 

For  warriors,  and  for  wits  rever’d  ; 

The  feat  of  Learning,  aud  the  Graces, 
Fam’d  for  fine  arts,  but  finer  faces  ; 
Where  Painters,  Poets,  not  as  fince. 
Were  greater  held  than  any  Prince  ; 

In  temples,  palaces  careft, 

FI  one  more  the  Ladies  fmiles  polTeft ; 


Vo 
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For  they  were  rich  as  well  as  clever. 

And  riches  were  fuccefsftil  ever ; 

Priefts,  Senates,  Nations,  Kings  delir’d 
The  works  their  heaven-taught  art  infpir’d. 
And  if  a  pencil  chanc’d  to  drop. 

An  Alexander  pick’d  it  up  ; 

Beauties  would  run  to  be  fketch’d  over  ; 

The  haughty  Prince,  tho’  much  a  lover. 
Once  for  the  copy,  payment  fmall, 

Refign’d  up  the  original. 

The  fair  Campafpe’s  matchlefs  charms. 
More  conquering  than  the  Monarch’s  arms. 
To  one  Apelles  ;  one  who  drew 
The  Queen  of  Love,  as  Wilfon  you. 

Each- lovely  maid,  of  Greece  the  toaft. 
Such  as  our  Britifh  ifle  can  boaft. 

In  all  their  native  beauty  gay, 

As  Hebe  young,  and  fweet  as  May, 

Before  him  fate  :  from  one  he  chofe 
The  eye  which  Love  half  feem’d  to  clofe  ; 
This  lent  a  face  divinely  fair, 

A  mild,  and  yet  majeftic  air  ; 

That  gave  what  art  in  vain  would  feeh. 
The  fpirits  mantling  in  the  cheek. 

And  lips  that  foftnefs  feem’d  to  fpeak. 
Thus,  from  their  various  charms  combin’d. 
One  perfeft  Whole  impreft  his  mind  ; 

But  had  Apelles  painted  now. 

He  might,  my  Dear,  have  copied  you, 
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And,  as  in  truth.,  I  think,  was  done. 
He  would  have  from  the  pidture  run. 
And  left  the  Venus  but  begun. 

To  facrifice  the  pride  of  art 
To  the  bright  Goddefs  of  his  heart. 
And  given  up  an  immortal  claim. 

For  beauty’s  prize,  the  prize  of  fame. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

BY  THE  SAME. 


YE  S,  it  is  pad  ;  the  fatal  ftroke  is  given. 

Our  pious  forrows  own  the  hand  of  heaven. 

How  Ihort  our  joys !  incumber’d  life  how  vain  J 
Still  vex’d  with  evil’s  never-ceafing  train ; 

While  roll  the  hours  which  lead  each  fleeting  year, 

Each  alks  a  figh,  and  each  demands  a  tear. 

O’er  pleating  fcenes  the  mind  with  rapture  roves, 

Grafps  in  idea  all  its  hopes  or  loves  : 

Snatch’d  from  its  view  the  pleafing  fcenes  decay. 

And  the  fair  yifion  melts  in  fhades  away. 

Of 
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Of  youth,  of- beauty,  and  of  wit  the  boaft, 

O  lov’d  for  ever,  and  too  early  loft. 

Sweet  maid,  for  thee  now  mingling  with  the  dead. 
Her  facred  griefs  the  tuneful  Mufe  ihall  filed  ; 

The  loft  remembrance  of  thy  charms  to  fave 
She  plants  with  all  her  bays  thy  hallow’d  grave. 

Ye  too,  companions  of  her  happier  days, 

Heirs  of  her  charms,  and  rivals  of  her  praife. 

Amid  the  circles  of  the  young  and  gay 
Your  years  unheeded  urge  their  Healing  way. 

While  mixt  with  pleafure’s  ever-fmiling  train. 

Ye  know  no  forrows,  and  ye  feel  no  pain  ; 

Yet,  when  no  more  the  pulfe  tumultuous  beats. 
Nor  the  pleas’d  fenfe  each  flattering  tale  repeats. 
Let  calm  refledtion  the  fad  moral  teach. 

That  blifs  below  evades  our  eager  reach ; 

That  virtue  only  grants  the  real  charm. 

Gives  wit  to  win,  and  beauty  power  to  warm  ; 
And  tho’  like  hers,  whofe  recent  fate  we  mourn. 
And  alk  your  pity  for  a  filler’s  urn. 

Your  beauties  Ihine  in  all  their  bloom  confeft, 
’Mid  gazing  flaves  contending  to  be  bleft. 

Yet  think  like  hers  may  foon  thofe  beauties  fade  ; 
Like  hers  your  glories  in  the  dull  be  laid. 

Time’s  hardy  Heps  in  fllence  fwift  advance. 

Dim  the  bright  ray  that  darts  the  fiery  glance. 

And  Age,  dread  herald  of  Death’s  awful  reign, 
Blafts  every  grace,  and  freezes  every  vein. 
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When  with  a  mother’s  joy,  a  mother’s  fear. 

Hie:  thoughtful  parent  dropt  the  filent  tear, 

Gaz’d  on  her  child,  and  faw  new  beauties  rife, 

Glow  in  her  cheeks,  and  fparkle  in  her  eyes,. 

In. expectation  plann’d  each  hope  of  life. 

The  filler,  daughter,  mother,  friend,  and  wife; 

Ah  fleeting  joys !  how  foon  thofe  hopes  were  o’er  1 
"We  doom’d  to  mourn,  and  fhe  to  charm  no  more. 

The  waning  moon  fhall  fill  her  wafted  horn. 

And  nature’s  radiance  gild  the  orient  morn. 

The  fmiiing  fpring  with  charms  renew’d  appear. 

The  fleeping  bloffoms  hafte  to  deck  the  year. 

But  bloom  no  more  this  fair  departed  flower. 

Nor  v/ak’d  by  genial  fun,  nor  vernal  fhower. 

How  vain,  alas  \  was  all  thy  father’s  art. 

Tain  were  the  fighs  which  fwell’d  thy  mother’s  heart. 
Again  I  fee  thee  juft  expiring  lie, 

S’ ale  thy  cold  lip,  half  clos’d  thy  languid  eye. 

Thy  guardian  Innocence  befide  thee  Hands, 

And  patient  Faith  uplifts  her  holy  hands. 

Teach  thee  with  fmiles  to  meet  the  ftroke  of  Death, 

Calm  all  thy  pangs,  and  eafe  thy  ftruggling  breath. 

Refign’d,  dear  maid,  to  earth’s  maternal  breaft. 

May  After  Seraphs  chant  thy  foul  to  reft. 

There  fhall  the  conftant  Amaranthus  bloom, 

And-  wings  of  Zephyrs  fhed  the  morn’s  perfume. 

O’er  thy  fad  hearfe,  fair  emblems  of  the  dead,  • 
ly  virgin  hands  are  dying  lilies  fhed. 

The 
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The  weeping  Graces  fhall  thy  tomb  furround ; 

The  Loves  with  broken  darts  lhall  drew  the  ground  ; 
In  vain  for  thee  they  wak’d  the  fond  delires. 

Wove  myrtle  wreaths,  and  fann’d  their  purer  fires. 
The  youthful  God,  who  joins  the  nuptial  bands. 

In  vain  expecting,  near  his  altar  Hands  ; 

Fate  Ip  read  the  cloud  :  his  torch  extinft,  he  flies. 

And  veils  with  faffron  robe  his  dreaming  eyes. 

Yet  O,  while  crown’d  with  never-fading  flowers. 
Thy  fpirit  wanders  thro’  Elyfian  bowers, 

If  plaintive  founds  of  mortal  grief  below 
Reach  the  bled  feats,  and  waft  our  tender  woe. 

Hear,  happy  fliade  ;  while  thus  our  mortal  lays 
This  monument  of  foft  affeftion  raife. 

By  gentle  ties  of  kindred  birth  allied. 

The  Mufe,  that  fports  on  Camus’  willow’d  fide. 

In  Memory’s  lofty  dome  infcribes  thy  name. 

And  with  thy  beauties  drives  to  mix  her  fame. 


THE 
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THE  ACADEMIC. 

WRITTEN  APRIL  M.DCC.LV*. 

BY  THE  SAME, 

I. 

HILE  filent  ftreams  the  mofs-grown  turrets  lave. 
Cam,  on  thy  banks  with  penfive  Heps  I  tread  ; 

The  dipping  ofiers  kifs  thy  palling  wave. 

And  evening  lhadows  o’er  the  plains  are  fpread. 

From  reftlefs  eye  of  painful  Care, 

To  thy  fecluded  grot  I  fly. 

Where  Fancy’s  fweeteft  forms  repair. 

To  foothe  her  darling  Poefy; 

Reclin’d  the  lovely  Vifionary  lies 
In  yonder  vale  and  laurel-veiled  bower; 

Where  the  gay  turf  is  deck’d  with  various  dies. 

And  breathes  the  mingling  fcents  of  every  flower  : 

*  At  time  of  the  eftablilhaieut  of  Claffical  Prizes,  and  buildin- 
the  new  Public  Library 
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While  holy  dreams  prolong  her  calm  repofe. 

Her  pipe  is  caft  the  whifpering  reeds  among  j 
High  on  the  boughs  her  waving  harp  is  hung. 

Murmuring  to  every  wind  that  o’er  it  blows. 

II. 

Oft’  have  I  feen  her  bathe  at  dewy  morn 
Her  wanton  bofom  in  thy  filver  fpring. 

And,  while  her  hands  her  flowing  locks  adorn 
With  bufy  elegance,  have  heard  her  ling; 

But  fay  what  long  recorded  theme, 

Thro’  all  the  lofty  tale  of  time, 

More  worthy  can  the  Goddef;  deem 
Of  founding  chords  and  fl.r.g  fublime. 

Than,  whofe  parental  hand  to  vigour  bred 
Each  infant  art,  the  Noble  and  the  Wife; 

Whofe  bounty  gave  yon’  arching  lhades  to  fpread, 
Yon’  pointed  fpires  in  holy  pornp  to  rife? 

Shall  War  alone  loud-echoing  numbers  claim. 

And  Ihall  the  deeds  of  fmiling  Peace  be  drown’d* 
Amid  the  He, o’s  Ihouts  and  trumpet’s  found? 

Thefe  too  Ihall  flourilh  in  immortal  fame. 

III. 

When  Science  fled  from  Latium’s  polilh’d  coafts 
And  Grecian  groves,  her  long  and  lov’d  abod* 

Far  from  the  din  of  fierce  conflidling  hofis, 

Thro’  barbarous  realms  the  weary  wanderer  trod ; 
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But  to  what  more  indulgent  iky. 

To  what  more  hofpitable  ihade. 

Could  trembling,  bleeding,  fainting  fly 
The  helplefs  and  devoted  Maid  ? 

Time-honour’d  Founders  !  ye  the  virgin  woo’d  1 
’Twas  yours,  with  fouls  to  native  grandeur  born. 

To  bid  her  radiant  beauties  ihine  renew’d. 

With  wealth  to  heap,  with  honours  to  adorn. 

In  Granta’s  happier  paths  fhe  wept  no  more  ; 

Heal’d  were  the  wounds  that  fcarr’d  her  gentle  bread; 
Here,  dill  ihe  fmiles  with  Freedom’s  fons  to  reft. 

Nor  mourns  her  Attic  towers,  nor  Tufcan  fhore. 

IV. 

Fathers  of  Genius!  whom  the  Mufe  adores. 

For  fure  to  you  her  nobleft  drains  belong. 

Beneath  whofe  venerable  roofs  Ihe  pours 
The  grateful  notes  of  fweetly  flowing  fong. 

Th’  increafe  of  fwift  revolving  years 
With  confcious  pride  exulting  view; 

How  all  ye  plann’d  complete  appears ; 

How  all  your  Virtues  bloom  anew  : 

The  generous  zeal  which  erd  ye  felt  remains* 

Its  bounteous  beams  dill  ardent  to  difpenfe ; 

While  unexhaufted  to  your  learned  plains 
Rolls  the  rich  dream  of  wide  munificence. 
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joy  to  your  fhades !  the  great  career  is  run, 

Referv’d  by  Fate  for  fome  fuperior  hand, 

Confeft,  the  laft,  th’  aufpicious  work  ftiail  ftand, 

'And  Statefman,  Monarch  end  what  ye  begun. 

V. 

Ye  too,  once  Inmates  of  thefe  walls  renown’d, 

Whofe  fpirits,  mingling  with  th*  ethereal  ray. 

Of  univerfal  Nature  trac’d  the  bound. 

Or  rais’d  in  majefty  of  thought  the  lay. 

See  your  lov’d  Arts  this  clime  to  grace. 

Their  rival  radiance  brighter  flted. 

While  Holies  fmiles  the  wreath  to  place 
Upon  the  youthful  Vigor’s  head. 

Where  Spencer  fits  among  your  thrones  fubllme. 

To  the  foft  mufic  of  his  mournful  lays 
Liftening  ye  weep  for  his  ungrateful  time. 

And  point  the  better  hope  of  happier  days. 

If  with  the  dead  dilhonour’s  memory  dies. 

Forget,  much  injur’d  Name,  th’ unworthy  woe; 

In  ftrains  like  thine  fo  may  our  accents  flow. 

In  nobler  numbers  yon’  fair  domes  arife. 

VI. 

When  Faftion’s  ftorms,  or  fome  fell  Tyrant’s  hate 
Arts  join’d  with  Freedom  to  one  grave  fliall  doom; 

Then  tho’  thefe  ftru&ures  to  the  hand  of  Fate 

Bend  their  proud  height,  like  thine,  imperial  Rome, 

ICraw 
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Know,  vainly.  Time,  thy  rapid  rage 
Shall  point  its  wide  deftroying  aim, 

Since  what  defies  the  force  of  age 
Thus  confecrates  the  pile  to  Fame  ; 

Some  future  eye  the  ruin’d  heap  fhall  trace. 

The  name  of  Holies  on  the  hone  behold. 

Shall  point  a  Brunfwic  to  a  diflant  race. 

Benign,  and  awful  on  the  fwelling  gold. 

Th’  hifioric  page,  the  poet’s  tuneful  toil. 

With  thefe  compar’d,  their  mutual  aid  fhall  raife 
To  build  the  records  of  eternal  praife. 

And  deck  with  endlels  wreaths  their  honour’d  foil. 

VII. 

Sweeter  than  warbled  founds  that  win  the  fenfe 
Flfiws  the  glad  mufic  of  a  grateful  heart, 

Beyond  the  pomp  of  wordy  eloquence, 

Or  flrains  too  cold,  high-wrought  with  labour’d  art. 

Tho’  weakly  founds  the  jarring  firing ; 

Tho’  vainly  would  the  Mufe  explore 
The  heights  to  which  with  eagle  wing 
Alone  can  heaven-taught  Genius  foar  ; 

Yet  fhall  her  hand  ingenious  flrive  to  twine 
The  blooming  chaplet  for  her  Leader’s  brow  ; 

While  with  new  verdure  grac’d,  in  Glory’s  fhrine. 

The  ampler  Palms  of  civic  Honours  grow  ; 
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When  he,  thefe  favour’d  fhades  appears  to  blefs, 
Whofe  guardian  counfels  guide  a  nation’s  fate, 
And  with  fuperior  toils  for  Europe’s  ftate 
Mixes  the  thought  of  Granta’s  happinefs. 

-  VIII. 

Hail  feats  rever’d  !  where  thoughtful  pleafures  dwell. 
And  hovering  Peace  extends  her  downy  wings, 
Where  mufing  Knowledge  holds  her  humble  cell, 

And  Truth  divine  unlocks  her  fecret  fprings ; 

This  verfe  with  mild  acceptance  deign 
To  hear ;  this  verfe  yourfelves  infpirc. 

Ere  yet  within  your  facred  fane 
The  Mufe  fufpends  her  votive  lyre. 

Thee,  Granta,  thus  with  filial  thanks  I  greet, 

With  fmiles  maternal  thou  thofe  thanks  receive, 
For  Learning’s  humble  wealth,  for  friendfhip  fweet. 
For  every  calmer  joy  thy  fcenes  could  give. 

While  thus  I  fport  upon  thy  peaceful  ftrand. 

The  ftorms  of  life  at  awful  diltance  roar  ; 

And  ftill  I  dread,  Hill  lingering  on  the  Ihore, 
To  launch  my  little  bark,  and  quit  the  land. 
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AMA  BELLA  \ 


WRITTEN  BY  THE  DESIRE  OF  MRS.  MONTAGU* 

BY  MR.  JERNINGHAM. 
ARMODIUS  breath’d  the  rural  air,  nor  found 


A  A  His  ruddy  health  with  length  of  years  decr&afe  : 

Ey  duty  prompted,  Amabella  crown’d 

His  filver  forehead  with  the  wreath  of  peace  : 

Ey  partial  nature  fram’d  in  beauty’s  mould, 

Adorn’d  with  every  grace,  unfpoil’d  by  art. 

To  friendfhip’s  circle  Hill  did  Ihe  unfold 
The  lovelier  beauties  of  a  feeling  heart. 

b  The  fubjedl  of  this  poem  is  founded  on  a  circumltance  that  hap- 
per.ded  during  the  late  war. — A  young  lady,  not  meeting  with  the  con¬ 
currence  of  her  relations  in  favour  of  an  officer  for  whom  ffie  exp-efled 
her  regard,  was  prevailed  upon,  by  his  folicitations,  to.  content  to  a 
clandefline  marriage;  .which  took  place  on  the  day  he  fat  out  to  join  his 
regiment  abroad,  wjierf  he  was  unfortunately  killed  in  an  engagement. 
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Endear’d  to  all  fhe  met,  each  welcome  day, 

Ey  fortune’s  hand,  with  various  bleffings  fraught: 

When,  lo !  her  gaiety’s  accuftom’d  ray 

Was  quench’d,  untimely,  with  the  gloom  "tif  thought. 

What  fix’d  the  bofom-thorn,  afflidtion  knows. 

Where  peace  fat  brooding  as  the  gentle  dove  : 

What  blafted  on  her  cheek  the  fummer  rofe. 

Or  flow  difeafe,  or  unfuccefsful  love. 

Remain’d  unknown. — ’Twas  by  the  many  guefs’d. 

That  love  to  her  foft  vows  had  prov’d  unkind  : 

Beyond  the  power  of  her  weak  frame  opprefs’d, 

Infanity  o’erthrew  her  lovely  mind. 

At  length  recovering,  yet  to  grief  devote, 

To  folitude  die  gave  th’  unfocial  day  5 

Like  a  pale  vot’ry  from  the  world  remote, 

Unchear’d,  unvifitcd  of  pleafure’s  ray. 

Oft  did  Harmodius  (at  her  ftate  difltiay’d) 

Solicit  from  his  child  her  fecret  pain  : 

Her  vague  reply  Hill  from  his  queftion  ftray’d. 

And  each  repeated  effort  prov’d  ip  vain. 

To  fpeed  the  moments  of  the  loitering  hour. 

And  by  their  plaintive  drains  perchance  allur’d. 

Within  a  fpacious  myrtle-woven  bower. 

Two  turtle  doves  the  penfive  fair  fecur’d. 

C  2  “  Ye 
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<c  Ye  little  captives,  would  Ihe  often  fa y, 

“  Tho’  here  fecluded  from  the  fields  of  air, 

“  Thro’  yonder  vernal  grove  forbid  to  ftray, 

<£  And  join  the  kindred  train  that  wanton  there  ; 

“  ’Gainft  you  the  gunner  never  lifts  his  arm, 

“  Nor  o’er  this  manfion  does  the  falcon  fail; 

“  You  live  unconfcious  of  the  ftorm’s  alarm, 

“  The  rain  impetuous,  and  the  beating  hail. 

<c  Nor  here,  by  kind  compaffion  unimprefs’d, 

“  The  fchool-boy  ever  rears  his  impious  hand, 

“  To  fill  with  agony  the  feather’d  breaft, 

“  And  raze  the  little  domes  that  love  had  plann’d.” 

Their  harmlefs  joys  difeafe  too  foon  effac’d  : 

One  fatal  morn,  her  Turturella’s  mate 

She  found,  with  flagging  wing  fubdued,  opprefs’d, 
And  juft,  juft  finking  at  the  blow  of  fate  : 

While  down  her  cheek  compafiion’s  fhower  diftill’d. 
She  gently  rais’d  it  to  her  anxious  breaft  ; 

But  death’s  cold  blaft  life’s  crimfon  current  chill’d. 
And  thus  the  fair  her  breathlefs  bird  addrefs’d  : 

‘c  Ill-fated  turtle,  round  whofe  peaceful  bower' 

“  The  jocund  loves  fo  lately  wont  to  play  : 

c‘  How  funk,  alas!  in  youth’s  exulting  hour, 

“  To  fell  difeafe,  to  death  th’  untimely  prey  : 
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How  filent  is  the  voice,  which,  void  of  art, 

“  Along  the  tender  day  was  heard  to  coo  ! 

“  How  ftill,  how  frozen  is  the  conftant  heart, 

“  Which  to  its  dear  companion  beat  fo  true! 

“  That  dear  companion,  that  now  widow’d  dove, 

“  To  fcreen  from  every  harm  be  mine  the  care ; 

“  And,  while  Ihe  mourns  her  ne’er-reviving  love, 

“  Her  grief' to  me  the  mourner  will  endear  : 

ct  Like  thee,  a  widow  too,  condemn’d  to  mourn  : 

“  No  more  to  me  does  life  unfold  its  charms, 

“  Death,  death  forbids  him  ever  to  return!” 

She  faid — and  funk  into  th’  attendant’s  arms. 

Her  fwift  relapfing  to  her  former  Hate, 

With  boding  fears,  approach’d  the  ferving  train  : 

This  fcene’s  dread  period  tremblingly  they  wait. 

Nor  were  their  boding  fears  indulg’d  in  vain  : 

Awakening  from  her  trance,  around  fhe  threw, 

Diftrefsful  fair,  her  much  diforder’d  eyes  ; 

And  wildering  faid — “  repeat  that  kind  adieu  : 

“  Ah  no !  from  love  to  war,  to  death  he  flies. 

“  Did  ye  not  hear  the  clafh  of  hoftile  fpears  ? 

“  Ah !  mark  ye  not  that  breaft-plate  ftain’d  with  gore  ? 
“  What  groan  was  that  which  pierc’d  thefe  fearful  ears? 

“  He  falls,  he  falls — my  warrior  is  no  more  : 
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“  Nor  was,  O  Heaven!  his  Amabella  near 
“  To  foothe  his  pain,  and  echo  iigh  to  figh, 
ie  Drop  on  the  gaping  ground  a  balmy  tear, 

Kifs  his  cold  lip,  and  clofe  his  fading  eye.” 

Of  her  diftrefs  th’  alarm’d  Harmodius  taught. 

With  trembling  fteps  approach’d  th’  unconfcious  fair; 
“  Give  me,  he  cried,  with  grief  paternal  fraught, 

“  Give  me,  O  Amabel’!  to  foothe  thy  care  : 

/ 

"  Say,  what  afhiftion  has  thy  foul  impreft  ? 

“  Reveal  what  form  thy  bofom’d  calmnefs  breaks? 

*(  Reveal — and  thus  relieve  this  anguifh’d  breaft  : 

“  The  tender  father  to  his  daughter  fpeaks.” 

AMABELLA. 

“  Ah!  what  avails  the  praife  the  brave  obtain  ! 

“  Thro’  his  white  bofom  rulh’d  the  hoftile  ileel : 

“  ’Twas  his  to  fwell  the  number  of  the  flain, 

“  And  mine  afflidlion’s  keenefl:  point  to  feel.” 

HARMODIUS. 

“  Her  roving  thought  no  trace  of  reafon  bears  : 

“To  her  rack’d  mind,  O  Heaven  !  thy  peace  impart; 
“  A  loving  parent  bathes  thy  cheek  \yith  tears; 

“  Harmodius  holds  thee  to  his  breaking  heart.” 
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AMABELLA. 

<c  To  thee,  I  grateful  kneel,  O  generous  feer! 

“  Who  doft,  to  one  unknown,  thy  care  extend: 

“  Along  thy  path  may  Peace  her  olives  rear, 

“  And  Heaven,  in  battle,  Ihield  thy  deareft  friend : 

“  For  me,  who  droop  beneath  misfortune’s  ftiower, 

“  I  had  a  father, — now,  alas !  a  foe,— 

Thou’lt  blufh  to  hear, — in  forrow’s  darkeft  hour, 

“  He  leaves  his  child  abandon’d  to  her  woe  : 

“  But  to  thy  heart,  that’s  fram’d  of  fofter  mould, 

“  What  can  to  thee,  a  wretch  like  me  endear ! 

“  The  fpring,  the  motive  of  thy  love  unfold  : 

“  Say,  fay,  for  me  why  flows  that  friendly  tear ! 

“  Yet  foft  awhile, — methinks  that  hoary  brow— 

“  That  plaintive  voice - Ah,  bear  with  my  diftrefs! 

“  Or  much  remembrance  is  effac’d,  or  now, 

“  A  tender  father’s  tear-dew’d  cheek  I  prefs.’* 

HARMODIUS, 

(e  On  knees  of  gratitude,  I  blefs  the  Ikies, 

“  That  Amabella  to  herfelf  reftore.” 

AMABELLA. 

“  Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  joy !  thy  daughter  dies : 

“  Support  me  to  yon  couch — I  can  no  more— 

C  4  I  feel. 
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“  I  feel,  I  feel  the  pulfe  of  life  retire! 

“  Ah,  deign  to  hear  thy  dying  child  reveal, 

“  What,  in  rebellion  to  thy  juft  defire, 

“  Lock’d  in  her  bread,  fire  dar’d  fo  long  conceal, 

“  By  thee,  unfandlion’d,  did  I  plight  my  love, 

“  And,  all  to  thee  unknown,  a  bride  became,” 

HARMODIUS. 

“  Harmodius  will  to  both  a  father  prove.” 

AMABELLA. 

“  To  him  thy  pardon  thou  canft  ne’er  proclaim  : 

“  Three  fleeting  hours  had  ficarcely  call’d  me  bride, 

“  When  he  was  fummon’d  to  the  martial  plain  : 

**  And  there, — forgive  thefe  tears, — in  beauty’s  pride, 

“  The  much-lamented  valiant  youth  was  flain. 

“  What  tho’  unworthy  of  thy  care  I  prove, 

“To  thy  remembrance  let  thy  child  be  dear; 

“  Thy  kind  compaflion  let  the  daughter  move, 

“  When  this  weak  frame  (hall  prefs  th’  untimely  bier.”- 

More  would  Ihe  fay, — her  voice  began  to  fail. 

From  her  faint  eye  life’s  lingering  fpark  retir’d. 

The  ripening  cherry  on  her  lip  grew  pale, 

She  hea.v’d  afigh,  and  in  that  figh  expir’d. 
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A  SPOUSAL  HYMN. 

ADDRESSED  TO  HIS  MAJESTY  ON  HIS  MARRIAGE. 


BY  JAMES  SCOTT5,  M.  A. 

FELLOW  OF  TRINITY  COLLEGE,  CAMBRIDGE. 


AS,  when  diffus’d  in  folemn  trance 

Her  dear  delight  the  Latmian  lhepherd  lay. 

Fond  Cynthia  came  with  lightning-glance. 

And  o’er  his  bofom  ftream’d  her  virgin  ray  : 

So  come,  O  gentle  Mufe,  if  e’er  aright 
I  paid  my  vows,  if  e’er  implor’d 
One  fcanty  beam  of  thy  celeftial  light ; 

Proof  to  the  muckworm  mifei’s  golden  hoard. 

Nor  envious  of  the  flatefman’s  fair  renown, 

The  warrior’s  death-bought  vyreath,  and  lponarch’s  thorny 
crown. 

Come,  Guardian  of  my  natal  hour, 

That  bad’ft  me  chufe  the  flill  fequefter’d  grove. 

The  pathlefs  mead,  and  woodbine  bower, 

Where  placid  Cares,  and  penfive  Pleafures  rove  ; 

s  Author  of  Heaven,  a  vifio*.  See  vol.  *; 
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Where  oft  by  moon-light’s  filent,  folemn  glade. 

Pale  Paflion  muling  loves  to  ftray. 

And  hand  in  hand,  by  Melancholy  led. 

In  thoughtful  lonenefs  wears  herfelf  away ; 

O  come,  in  all  thy  radiant  charms  confeft. 

And  fire  with  glowing  zeal  my  fond,  devoted  breafl ! 

I  afk  not  flowrets  frefh  and  gay. 

From  Pindus  cull’d  to  pleafe  the  vainly  great ; 

No  filken  ftrain,  no  tinfel  lay. 

To  cloke  fome  public  Knave  from  public  hate: 

No,  Virgin,  no— Fair  Freedom’s  veftal  flame 
Pervades  my  foul ;  for  Her  I  twine 
The  votive  wreath,  for  Her  thy  hallow’d  name 
Invoke,  O  make  thy  choice!!  treafures  mine ; 

Breathe  Infpiration  thro’  each  glowing  line. 

Thy  genuine  form  imprefs,  and  ftamp  the  work  divine? 

Then  fhalt  thou,  George,  the  fong  approve, 

O  Britifh-born  !  O  Freedom’s  facred  heir! 

O  thou,  whom  all  the  Graces  love. 

Religion’s  boaft,  and  Virtue’s  darling  care ! 

Fain  would  the  Mufe  attempt  thy  various  praife. 

But  ah,  in  vain! — thro’  *  Ida’s  bowers 
With  dubious  foot  th’  aftonifh’d  woodman  ftrays ; 
Where  fhall  his  work  begin? — Ye  fylvan  Powers 
Hired!  the  blow  ;  here  oaks  afpiring  rife. 

There,  Monarchs  of  the  grove,  tall  cedars  prop  the  Ikies. 

c  Theocr.  Eytcvu.  mo},. 
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Say,  fhall  the  Mufe  thy  patriot  Sire 
Recall  to  view?  Tell  how  with  confcious  ftate 
She  faw  the  god-like  Prince  retire 
To  glorious  exile,  like  Timoleon  great? 

Glad  heard  the  voice,  “  Avaunt,  ye  wretched  Train, 

“  Shall  I  my  Country’s  caufe  betray? 

**  Betray  my  foul,  my  God,  for  fordid  gain? 

“  Perilh  the  thought ! — Ye  Slaves  of  gold  away! — - 
“  In  venal  courts  tho’  bafe  corruption  reigns, 

“  Know  Liberty  fhall  breathe  thro’  Kew’s  indignant  plains.” 

He  fpoke,  and  lo  !  the  reptile  crew 
Struck  dumb  with  wonder  fled! — Hail,  facred  fource. 
Whence  George  his  patriot  morals  drew  : 

Profper,  ye  heavenly  Powers,  their  genial  courfe  ! 

O  bid  them  branch  into  a  thoufand  rills, 

A  thoufand  ftreams  ! - Where-c’er  they  flow. 

Whether  all  glift’ring  down  the  loftier  hills. 

Or  thro’  the  ftill,  and  humbler  vales  below, 

Let  Health  purfue,  no  noxious  weeds  be  found. 

But  flowers  immortal  rife  frefh-breathing  fweets  around! 

Prophetic  wi(h ! — See  Difcord  flies, 

With  all  her  rebel  rout,  her  hell-born  train  ! 

See  Faftion  falls,  and  Party  dies, 

They  die  fell  ferpents,  in  his  dawning  reign  : 

Thus  fure  prefage  of  many  a  glorious  deed, 

Bleft  omen  of  immortal  fame. 

The  Son  of  Jove,  when  near  his  infant  head 
Pevouring  fnakes  in  poifonous  volumes  came. 
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Grafp’d  in  his  brawny  arms  the  fcaly  foes. 

Smil’d  on  the  danger  paft,  and  funk  to  foft  repofe. 

And  now  again,  with  careful  hand, 

Her  goodly  plants  fair  Science  joys  to  rear ; 

And  now  again  all  blooming  Hand 
The  beauteous  Progeny  of  Art ;  they  fear 
No  killing  frofts,  no  thick  unkindly  dews. 

Such  as  from  Belgian  plains  arife  ; 

The  genial  clouds  their  pearly  drops  diffufe, 

And  ihower  increafe  of  fweetnefs  from  the  Ikies ; 

The  youthful  Sun,  in  his  meridian  throne, 

Eeams  with  indulgent  ray  his  foftering  influence  down. 

Hail,  favour’d  Ifle  !  bleft  feat  of  Fame  ! 

For  conquering  arms,  and  peerlefs  arts  renown’d! 

Hail,  mighty  George  !  thy  darling  name 
Oft  fhall  the  Mufe  with  honeft  joy  refound: 

Not  that  abftemious,  prudent,  juft,  and  wife. 

Thy  every  deed  fair  Virtue  guides ; 

Nor  that  thy  thoughts  with  holy  ardor  rife 

From  Earth’s  low  bafe,  where  Vice  and  Paflion  bides. 

To  Heaven’s  bright  manftons,  there  their  fvveets  difpenfe. 
Grateful  as  hallow’d  fumes  from  breathing  frankincenfe. 

Ay  me  fo  great,  fo  bold  a  flight 
Befeems  not  Ihepherd-fwain,  in  lowly  Mead 
Far  from  Preferment’s  giddy  height 
Condemn’d,  alas,  an  hireling  flock  to  feed  ! 
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Yet  will  I  ling  how  thy  difcerning  eye 
The  boifterous  fea  of  life  furveys, 

Where  toiling  fore  the  Sons  of  Merit  lie. 

Till  call’d  by  thee  their  weary  heads  they  raife : 

What  minute  Drop,  but  cherifh’d  by  thy  care 
A  coftly  Pearl  becomes  of  matchlefs  Beauty  rare  ? 

Charm  then  your  pipes,  ye  Ihepherd  fwains. 

And  bid  the  hills,  and  dales  the  Song  repeat. 

Your  Patron,  your  Auguftus  reigns  !— 

But  hark,  with  undulation  foft,  and  fweet. 

What  melting  mufic  fteals  upon  the  ear ! 

Am  I  deceiv’d,  or  doth  a  Choir 
Of  winged  Cupids  fan  the  buxom  air 
Till  Silence  fmiles ;  while  from  their  filver  lyre 
Harmonious  numbers  flow,  whofe  dulcet  breath. 

Would  recreate  a  foul  beneath  the  pangs  of  death? 

I  did  not  err,  a  Choir  of  Loves 
Sublime  in  air  attune  th’  enchanting  lay  ; 

They  leave  Idalia’s  blooming  groves. 

And  Cypria’s  myrtle  Ihades,  where  jocund  ftray 
The  Graces,  Smiles,  and  Hours,  where  Nature’s  care 
Profufely  kind  allures  the  fight. 

And  wraps  the  fenfe  in  blifs  :  ye  Virgins  fair 
Of  Britain’s  Ifle,  fweet  daughters  of  delight. 

Receive  the  cherub  throng,  to  you  they  fly 
With  welcome  tidings  fraught,  blefl:  harbingers  of  Joy. 

Lo 


(  4«  ) 

Lo  1  Io  fhe  comes  from  th’  Albine  fhore. 

Your  maiden  Queen,  adorn’d  with  peerlefs  charms  * 
Like  Phoebe,  when  by  Taurus  hoar 
Enamour’d  Alp'neus  flrove  with  eager  arms. 

To  grafp  the  Fair  :  ah,  fond  and  haplefs  boy  ! 

Ah,  cruel  wayward  Dame  ! — in  vain 
He  breath’d  his  amorous  foul,  for  all  too  coy 
Swift  as  the  Roe  fhe  fought  the  diftant  plain  ; 

Left  him  to  pour  in  tears  his  plaintive  theme. 

Till  chang’d  by  love  and  grief  he  melted  to  a  firearm 

See  where  from  Ocean’s  pearly  bed, 

Whofe  huddling  waters  pafs  unwilling  by. 

She  comes  with  eafv  model!  tread, 

*Midit  echoing  crowds,  and  rapturous  fhouts  ofjovi 
’Twas  thus,  the  life-refembling  x  tablet  fliews, 

In  youth  and  beauty  frefh  and  gay 
The  Paphian  Goddefs  from  the  waves  arofe, 

While  dolphins  garnboll’d  thro’  the  watfy  way* 

Old  Neptune  fmil’d,  the  fea- green  fillers  fung, 

And  all  the  rocks  around  with  16  Triumph  rung. 

But  ah,  what  Daedal  hand  can  trace 
The  glowing  beauties  of  her ’air  and  mien  ; 

The  lively  fweetnefs  of  her  face. 

And  eyes  w'here  wifdom’s  azure  beams  are  feen  ? 

Her  bofom  fraught  with  honour’s  maiden  treafure* 
Unblemiih’d  faith,  mild  modefty, 

x  The  famous  Picture  of  Venus  by  Apelles, 
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Eternal  love,  unfoil’d  by  bafer  pleafure. 

And  conftant  truth,  and  fpotlefs  chaftity. 

Where  thoughts,  that  angels  might  admire,  are  bred. 

And  flames  of  holy  zeal,  by  pure  Religion  fed  ? 

Hail,  Virgin,  hail,  divinely  bleft. 

By  Heaven  endow’d  with  all  that’s  good  and  great! 

O  Flower  of  Virtue,  in  whole  breaft. 

Imperial  Reafon  dwells  in  royal  ftate ! 

There,  there  Ihe  fits  as  Queen  on  ivory  throne. 

The  vaflal  Paflions  round  her  Hand, 

In  fuppliant  guife  her  rightful  power  they  own. 

And  hear  her  ftill  fmall  voice,  her  foft  command  : 

Far  from  the  pure  and  unpolluted  Ihrine 
Each  bafe  affeition  flies,  each  haggard  nurfe  of  fin. 

Leave  then,  ye  Sifters,  leave  the  y  Spring 
Whofe  hallow’d  waters  flow  thro’  Minyas’  land  ; 

Conduit  to  Britain’s  blooming  King 
This  all-accomplifti’d  work  of  Nature’s  hand: 

’Tis  yours,  imperial  Nymphs,  whate’er  is  fweet,  * 

And  fair  and  fplendid  to  bellow ; 

On  you  attend  Wealth,  Wifdom,  Beauty,  W'it ; 

Nor  feated  on  Olympus’  laughing  brow 
Will  choirs  celeftial  move  till  you  advance. 

Nor  lhare  th’  ambrofial  feaft,  nor  lead  the  fprightly  dance, 

y  The  river  Cephifus  in  Bvotia,  on  whofe  banks  the  Graces  wera 
thought  to  refide.  Pind,  01ymr-i4th. 
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And  thou,  O  Queen  of  fofc  defires, 

Whofe  radiant  fmiles  difpel  the  gloom  of  care1. 

And  kindling  friendfhip’s  pureft  fires. 

Chafe  from  the  foul  Sufpicien,  Doubt,  and  Fear, 

Thofe  griefly  forms :  O  come,  bewitching  Power, 

Come  gently,  o’er  the  bridal  bed 
In  genial  dews  thy  choiceft  pleafures  fhower  * 

Such  as  in  Arcady’s  voluptuous  fhade 
2  Lycasus  felt,  when  ftretch’d  on  Maia’s  breaft 
An  image  of  himfelf  th’  enraptur’d  God  impreft. 

Nor  thou,  Lucina  chafte  and  fair. 

Nor  thou,  fweet  Genius  of  the  nuptial  bower,- 
Be  abfent;  on  the  royal  Pair 
Profufe  of  joy  your  kindly  blelfings  pour! 

O  hafte,  ye  Guardians  of  the  facred  rites, 

Whofe  aid  prolific  power  fupplies, 

So  fhall  Britannia  blefs  their  pure  delights, 

When  future  Georges,  future  Charlottes  rife; 

By  whom  refiedled  diflant  times  fhall  find 
The  Mother’s  matchlefs  Grace,  the  Father’s  virtuous  Miiid, 

2  Jupiter. 
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SONNET* 

FOR  THE  ROOT-HOUSE  AT  WREST. 

BY  THOMAS  EDWARDS,  ESQ^ 

STRANGER,  or  gUefl:,  whome’er  this  hallow’d  grove 
Shall  chance  receive,  where  fweet  contentment  dvVells, 
Bring  here  no  heart  that  with  ambition  fwells. 

With  avarice  pines*  or  burns  with  lawlefs  love  ; 

Vice-tainted  fouls  will  all  in  vain  remove 
To  fylvan  lhades,  and  hermits’  peaceful  cells. 

In  vain  will  feek  retirement’s  lenient  fpells, 

Or  hope  that  blifs*  which  only  good  men  prove  : 

-If  heaven^born  truth,  and  facred  virtue’s  lore. 

Which  chear,  adorn,  and  dignify  the  mind. 

Are  conftant  inmates  of  thy  honeft  breaft. 

If,  unrepining  at  thy  neighbour’s  Bore, 

Thou  count’ll  as  thine  the  good  of  all  mankind. 

Then  welcome  lhare  the  friendly  groves  of  W reft. 
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O  N  N 


TO  MISS  H.  M. 

BY  THE  SAME. 


SWEET  Linnet,  who  from  off  the  laurel  fpray 
That  hangs  o’er  Spenfer’s  ever-facred  tomb, 

Pour’ft  out  fuch  notes,  as  flrike  the  Woodlark  dumb. 
And  vie  with  Philomel’s  inchanting  lay. 


) 


How  ihall  my  verfe  thy  melody  repay  ? 

If  my  weak  voice  could  reach  the  age  to  come. 

Like  Colin  Clout’s,  thy  name  Ihould  ever  bloom 
Thro’  future  times,  unconfcious  of  decay  : 

But  fuch  frail  aid  thy  merits  not  require. 

Thee  Polyhymnia,  in  the  rofeate  bowers  . 

Of  high  Parnaffus,  ’midft  the  vocal  throng, 

Shall  glad  receive,  and  to  her  tuneful  lire 

Prefent ;  where,  crown’d  with  amaranthine  flowers. 
The  raptur’d  choir  Ihall  liften  to  thy  fong. 


S  O  N- 
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TO  W.  HEBERDEK)  M.  C. 

BY  THE  SAMI. 

OHEBERDEN,  whofe  falutary  care 

Has  kindly  driven  me  forth  the  crowded  Town 
To  Turrick,  and  the  lonely  Country  down, 

To  breathe  from  Chiltern  Hills  a  purer  air. 

For  thoufands’  fakes  may  Heaven  indulgent  fpare 
Long,  long  thy  ufeful  life,  and  bleffings  crown 
Thy  healing  arts,  while  well-deferv’d  renown, 

■With  wealth  unenvied,  waits  thy  toil  and  care  : 

And  when  this  grateful  heart  lhall  beat  no  more* 

(Nor  long,  I  ween,  can  laft  my  tottering  frame* 

But  foon,  with  me*  this  mortal  coil  lhall  end) 

Do  thou,  if  Calumny  again  lhould  roar, 

Cherilh  his  memory,  and  protett  his  fame, 

Whom  thy  true  worth  has  made  thy  faithful  friend. 
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SONNET. 

TO  MR.  J.  PAXCE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

JOSEPH,  the  worthy  Son  of  worthy  Sire, 

Who  well  repay’ft  thy  pious  parents  care 
To  train  thee  in  the  ways  of  Virtue  fair, 

And  early  with  the  love  of  Truth  infpire. 

What  farther  can  my  doling  eyes  deiire 
To  fee,  but  that  by  wedlock  thou  repair 
The  wafte  of  deach  ;  and  raife  a  virtuous  heir 
To  build  our  Houfe,  e’er  I  in  peace  retire? 

Youth  is  the  time  for  Love  :  Then  choofe  a  Wife, 
With  prudence  choofe;  *tis  Nature’s  genuine  voice; 
And  what  fhe  truly  didates  mull  be  good  ; 
Negleded  once  that  prime,  our  remnant  life 
Is  four’d,  or  fadden’d,  by  an  ill-tim’d  choice. 

Or  lonely,  dull,  and  friendlefs  folitude. 


SON- 
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SONNET. 


TO  THE  SAME. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

“  TT  ZITH  prudence  choofe  a  wife” — Be  thy  firft  care 
V  V  Her  Virtue,  not  confin’d  to  time  or  place. 

Or  worn  for  fhew  ;  but  on  Religion’s  bafe 
Well-founded,  eafy,  free,  and  debonair : 

• 

Next  rofe-cheek’d  Modefty,  beyond  compare 
The  belt  cofmetic  of  the  Virgin’s  face; 

Neatnefs,  which  doubles  every  female  grace  ; 

And  Temper  mild,  thy  joys  and  griefs  tofhare; 

• 

Beauty  in  true  proportion  rather  choofe 
Than  colour,  fit  to  grace  thy  focial  board, 

Chear  thy  chafte  bed,  and  honeft  offspring  rear  ; 
With  thefe  feek  Prudence  well  to  guide  thy  houfe. 
Untainted  Birth,  and,  if  thy  Hate  afford. 

Do  not,  when  fuch  the  prize,  for  Fortune  fquare. 
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u  (Q  WEET  is  the  Love  that  comes  with  willingnefs  :’* 
O  So  iings  the  fweeteft  Bard  a  that  ever  fang  ; 

Ten  thoufand  bleflings  on  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Who  felt  and  plain’d  true  lovers’  fore  diftrefs  ! 

Sweet  were  the  joys  which  once  you  did  poflefs. 

When  on  the  yielding  Fair  one’s  lips  you  hung  $ 

The  forer  nov/  your  tender  heart  is  wrung 
With  fad  remembrance  of  her  ficklenefs  : 

Yet  let  not  grief  and  heart-confuming  care 

Prey  on  your  foul ;  but  let  your  conftapt  mind 
Bear.  «p  with  flrength  and  manly  hardinefs  ; 

Your  worth  may  move  a  more  deferving  Fair; 

And  Ihe,  that  fcornful  beauty,  foon  may  find, 

Sharp  are  the  pangs  that  follow  faithleffnefs. 

a  Spenfe 
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SONNET* 


BY  THE  SAME. 

MY  gracious  God,  whofe  kind  conducing  hand 

Has  fleer’d  me  thro*  this  Life’s  tumultuous  fea. 
From  many  a  rock,  and  many  a  tempeft  free. 
Which  prudence  could  not  Ihun,  nor  ftrength  withftand. 

And  brought  at  length  almoll  in  light  of  land. 

That  quiet  haven  where  I  long  to  be. 

Only  the  ftreights  of  Death  betwixt,  which  we 
Are  doom’d  to  pafs,  e’er  reach  the  heavenly  llrand ; 

Be  this  Ihort  pafiage  boifterous,  rough,  and  rude. 

Or  fmooth,  and  calm — Father,  thy  Will  he  done-* 
Support  me  only  in  the  troublous  Hour ; 

My  fins  all  pardon’d  thro’  my  Saviour’s  blood. 

Let  Faith,  and  Hope,  and  Patience  Hill  hold  on 
Unlhaken,  and  Joy  crown  my  lateft  hour! 


D  4  SON- 
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BY  THE  SAME. 

MATTHEW,  w’hofe  fkilful  hand  and  well-worn  fpade 
Shall  focn  be  call’d  to  make  the  humble  bed. 
Where  I  atlaft  (hall  reft  my  weary  head. 

And  form’d  of  duft  again  in  duft  be  laid  ; 

Near,  but  not  in  the  Church  of  God,  be  made 
My  clay-cold  cell,  and  near  the  common  tread 
Of  paffing  friends ;  when  number’d  with  the  dead. 
We’re  equal  all,  and  vain  diftin&ions  fade : 

The  cowflip,  violet,  or  the  pale  primrofe 

Perhaps  may  chance  to  deck  the  verdant  fweard  $ 

Which  twifted  briar  or  hafle-bands  entwine ; 

Symbols  of  life’s  foon-fading  glories  thofe*— 

Do  thou  the  monumental  hillock  guard 

From  trampling  cattle,  and  the  routing  fwine. 


O  N 
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ON  MR.  NASH’s  PICTURE 

AT  FULL  LENGTH  BETWEEN  THE  BUSTS  OF  SIR  ISAAC 
NEWTON  AND  MR.  POPE,  AT  BATH. 

BY  THE  E - -  OF  C - 

THE  old  ./Egyptians  hid  their  wit- 
In  hierolyphic  drefs, 

To  give  men  pains  in  fearch  of  it. 

And  pleafe  themfelves  with  guefs. 

Moderns,  to  hit  the  felf-fame  path. 

And  exercife  their  parts. 

Place  figures  in  a  room  at  Bath : 

Forgive  them,  God  of  arts! 

Newton,  if  I  can  judge  aright. 

All  Wifdom  does  exprefs  ; 

His  knowledge  gives  mankind  delight* 

Adds  to  their  happinefs. 

Pope  is  the  emblem  of  true  Wit, 

The  funfhine  of  the  mind ; 

Read  o’er  his  works  in  fearch  of  it, 
you’ll  endlefs  pleafure  find. 


Nafh 
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Nafh  reprefents  man  in  the  mafs. 

Made  up  of  Wrong  and  Right ; 

Sometimes  a  K — — r  fometimes  an  A - ; 

Now  blunt,  and  now  polite. 

The  picture  plac’d  the  bull  between. 

Adds  to  the  thought  much  ftrength, 
Wifdom,  and  Wit,  are  little  feen. 

But  Folly’s  at  full  length. 


ON  THE  D - SS  OF  R - D. 


BY  T  II  E  SAME. 

WHAT  do  fcholars,  and  bards,  and  aftronomers  wife. 
Mean  by  fluffing  our  heads  with  nonfenfe  and  lies  ; 
By  telling  us  Venus  muft  always  appear 
In  a  car,  or  a  Ihell,  or  a  twinkling  ftar  ; 

Drawn  by  fparrows,  or  fwans,  or  dolphins,  or  doves. 
Attended  in  form  by  the  graces  and  loves : 

That  ambrofia  and  nedlar  is  all  /he  will  tafte, 

And  her  paffport  to  hearts  on  a  belt  round  her  waift  ? 

Without  all  this  buftje  I  faw  the  bright  dame. 

To  fupper  Iafl  night  to  P- —  y’s  fhe  came 
In  a  good  warm  fedan  ;  no  fine  open  cat ; 

Two  chairmen  her  doves,  and  a  flambeau  her  ftar ; 
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J'Jo  ngfl;ar  ftve  drank,  no  ambrofia  file  eat ; 

Her  cup  was  plain  claret,  a  chicken  her  meat : 
Nor  wanted  a  ceftus  her  bofom  to  grace. 

For  R - d,  that  night,  had  lent  her  her  face. 


ARNO’s  VALE. 

A  SONG. 

'*  v  V<t  '  1  *  •  '  *  * 

BY  THE  DUKE  OF  DORSET. 
HEN  here,  Lucinda,  firftwecame. 


Y  ▼  Where  Arno  rolls  his  filver  ftream, 
How  brifk  the  nymphs,  the  fwains  how  gay. 
Content  infpir’d  each  rural  lay; 

The  birds  in  livelier  concert  fung. 

The  grapes  in  thicker  clufters  hung  ; 

All  look’d  as, joy  could  never  fail. 

Among  the  fweets  of  Arno’s  vale. 

But  fince  the  good  Palemon  died. 

The  chief  of  Ihepherds,  and  the  pride. 

You  read  diftrefs  in  every  face. 

And  joy  to  forrow  now  gives  place : 

The  tafte  of  pleafure  now  is  o’er. 

Thy  notes,  Lucinda,  pleafe  no  more, 
TheMufes  droop,  and  tears  prevail. 

Adieu  the  fweets  of  Amo’s  vale. 
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BRITAIN’S  ISLE. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  FREDERIC,  PRINCE  OF  WALES. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

WH  O  but  remembers  yefterday, 

Remembers  Britain  happy,  gay; 

Each  bard  infpir’d  witjh  fprightlier  lays. 

Already  fung  Saturnian  days  : 

Already  Science,  hand  in  hand 

With  Art,  had  Freedom’s  temple  plann’d. 

All  wore  an  univerfal  fmilej 
Such  were  the  hopes  of  Britain’s  Iile. 

But  now,  fince  Fate  has  wrapt  in  night 
The  nation’s  and  mankind’s  delight ; 

Since  Frederic  now  for  ever  deeps. 

Art  droops  again,  and  Science  weeps ; 

Corruption  (who  had  fpread  her  wing. 

To  fly  before  the  patriot  King) 

Her  flight,  now  doubtful,  flops  a  while— 

Adieu  the  hopes  of  Britain’s  Ifie. 
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ODE  TO  MORNING. 
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TH  E  fprightly  meffenger  of  day 

To  Heaven  afcending  tunes  the  lay 
That  wakes  the  blufhing  morn  : 

Chear’d  with  th’  infpiring  notes,  I  rife 
And  hail  the  power,  whofe  glad  fupplies 
Th’  enliven’d  plains  adorn. 

Far  hence  retire,  O  Night !  thy  praife, 
Majeflic  Queen !  in  nobler,  lays 
Already  has  been  fung : 

When  thine  own  fpheres  expire,  thy  name. 
Secure  from  time,  Ihall  rife  in  fame. 
Immortaliz’d  by  Young. 

See,  while  I  fpeak  Aurora  fheds 
Her  early  honours  o’er  the  meads. 

The  fpringing  valley’s  fmile  ; 

With  chearful  heart  the  village-fwain 
Renews  the  labours  of  the  plain. 

And  meets  the  accuftom’d  toil. 


Day’s 
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Day’s  monarch  comes  to  blefs  the  year. 

Wing’d  Zephyrs  wanton  round  his  car; 

Along  th’  asthereal  road  ; 

Plenty  and  Health  attend  his  beams. 

And  Truth,  divinely  bright,  proclaims 
The  vilit  of  the  God. 

Aw’d  by  the  view,  my  foul  reveres 

The  Great  First  Cause  that  bade  the  fphere? 

In  tuneful  order  move ; 

Thine  is  the  fable-mantled  Night, 

Unfeen  Almighty!  and  the  Light 
The  radiance  of  thy  love. 

Hark !  the  awaken’d  grove  repays 
With  melody  the  genial  rays. 

And  Echo  fpreads  the  ftrain  ; 

The  ftreams  in  grateful  murmurs  run* 

The  bleating  flocks  falute  the  fun. 

And  muflc  glads  the  plain. 

While  Nature  thus  her  charms  displays, 

Let  me  enjoy  the  fragrant  breeze 
The  opening  flowers  diffufe ; 

Temp’rance  and  Innocence  attend, 

Thefe  are  your  haunts,  your  influence  lend; 
Aflociates  of  the  Mufe  ! 

.Riot* 
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Along  the  mead,  and  in  the  wood. 

And  on  the  margin  of  the  flood 
The  Goddefs  walks  confeft : 

She  gives  the  landfcape  power  to  charm. 
The  fun  his  genial  heat  to  warm 
The  wife  and  generous  bread:. 

Happy  the  man  !  whole  tranquil  mind 
Sees  Nature  in  her  changes  kind. 

And  pleas’d  the  whole  furveys  ; 

For  him  the  morn  benignly  fmiles. 

And  evening  {hades  reward  the  toils 
That  meafure  out  his  days. 

The  varying  year  may  lhift  the  fcene. 
The  founding  tempeft  lafh  the  main. 
And  Heaven’s  own  thunders  roll  5 
Calmly  he  views  the  burfting  florin, 
Tempefts  not  thunder  can  deform 
The  morning  of  his  foul. 


Riot,  and  Guilt,  and  wafting  Care, 

And  fell  Revenge,  and  black  Defjpalr 
Avoid  the  Morning’s  light ; 

Nor  beams  the  fun,  nor  blooms  the  role. 
Their  reftiefs  paffions  to  compofe. 

Who  Virtue’s  diftates  flight. 
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TO  A  LADY, 

WITH  A  PAIR.  OF  GLOVES,  ON  VALENTINE’S  BAY. 

BY  VILLIE8.S,  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM. 

BRIMFUL  of  anger,  not  of  love. 

The  champion  fends  his  foe  one  glove  s 
But  I,  who  have  a  double  lhare 
Of  fofter  pafiion,  fend  a  pair. 

Nor  think  it,  deareft  Celia,  cruel 
That  I  invite  you  to  a  duel ; 

Ready  to  meet  you  face  to  face. 

At  any  time,  in  any  place  : 

Nor  will  I  leave  you  in  the  lurch, 

Tho’  you  Ihould  dare  to  name  the  church  ; 

There  come  equipp’d  with  all  your  charms. 

The  ring  and  licence  are  my  arms  ; 

With  thefe  I  mean  your  power  to  try, 

And  meet  my  charmer  tho’  I  die. 


(  ) 
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KIMBOLTON  PARK. 

By  the  Mr.  H - , 

THY  Park,  Kimbolton  !  and  furrounding  (hade. 

For  rural  love  and  contemplation  made, 
invite  my  fong.  Ye  Sylvans !  haunt  your  bowers ! 

Waft  round  your  fweets !  and  open  all  your  flowers ! 

And  thou,  who  (hut’ll  not  to  the  fuppliant’s  prayer. 

Nor  to  the  aid-imploring  voice  thine  ear. 

Do  thou,  O  Manchester!  protect  the  fongj 
The  Mufe’s  care  does  to  the  learn’d  belong: 

Grateful  alike  Mufe,  Subjett,  Author,  bow, 

And  hail  the  fource  whence  all  their  pleafures  flow. 

Thefe  plains  that  annual  pour  their  fweets  for  thee, 

(Thanks  to  thy  bounty)  yield  a  part  to  me: 

And  Eafe,  fair  Virtue’s,  and  the  Poet’s  friend. 

Thro’  your  indulgence,  on  my  Heps  attend. 

Impervious  to  the  fun’s  mod  potent  ray 
Yon  lofty  elms  their  arched  heads  difplay; 

From  far  the  traveller  fees  their  fummit  rife, 

Scarce  half  diftinguilh’d  from  the  neighbouring  (kies; 

But  oft  furveying  as  he  onward  goes. 

Greener  and  fairer  dill  the  objett  grows ; 

Till  underneath  their  (hade,  at  eafe  reclin’d, 

He  leaves  the  labour  of  the  day  behind; 

Vol.  IV.  F, 
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Soft  breezes  cool  him  from  furrounding  bower?, 

And  Nature  bland  her  gay  profufion  pours. 

So  they  who  dauntlefs  plow  the  dangerous  main, 
(What  will  not  daring  man  attempt  for  gain  ?) 

At  early  dawn,  from  top-maft-head  efpy 
A  rifing  vapour  in  the  bordering  Iky  ; 

Ere  day’s  mid  courfe,  that  vapour  oft  they  find 
A  royal  navy,  hovering  in  the  wind  : 

Yards,  fails,  and  ftreamers  crowd  the  whifpering  air. 
And  all  the  glories  of  the  deep  appear. 

Nor  lefs  impervious  that  extended  (hade 
By  reverend  oaks,  the  growth  of  ages,  made  ; 

Save  where  wide  avenues  that  {hade  divide. 

And  lhew  the  woodland  in  its  utmoil  pride. 

Here  let  the  huntfman  wind  the  echoing  horn. 

Cheer  his  fwift  ileed,  and  wake  the  rofy  morn  j 
Let  dogs  and  men  in  noify  concert  join. 

And  fportl'men  call  the  harmony  divine  : 

The  Mufe  delights  not,  fond  of  per  five  eafe. 

In  diffipation,  or  purfuits  like  thefe. 

And  thou,  fweetThrufh!  prolong  thy  amorous  tale. 
Let  thy  love-burthen’d  fong  delight  the  vale! 

No  leaden  death  I  bring,  no  toils  for  thee. 

Sing  on,  and  foothe  thy  feather’d  progeny. 

Come!  peaceful  Precepts!  of  the  Samian  Sage, 
Unbend  the  bow,  and  curb  an  iron  age! 

Whatever  laws  fhort-fighted  man  may  make. 

Who  cannot  give,  can  have  no  power  to  take  : 

He,  and  he  only,  who  could  life  bellow, 

May  call  his  bkfling  from  the  realms  below. 
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Let  Ihaggy  bears,  that  prowl  Mofcovia’s  fhore. 
Stain  their  fierce  claws,  or  dip  their  tongue  in  gore; 
This  does  not  equal  human  beafts  of  prey, 

What  they  for  hunger,  we  for  pleafure  flay: 

Nor  is  this  thirft  of  blood  to  man  confin’d; 

See  S - a  favage  of  the  fairer  kind  ! 

Pardon  me,  You!  whofe  nobler  tears  can  flow 
For  aught  that  fuffers  mifery  below  ; 

Who  flirink  to  rob  the  infeft  of  its  hour. 

Or  bruife  its  offspring  in  the  opening  flower: 

Your  form,  your  fears  were  by  great  Heaven  defign’d 
At  once  to  charm  and  humanize  mankind. 

When  Nature  fair  from  her  Creator  fprung, 

And  wondering  angels  hallelujahs  fung, 

The  fylvan  fcene,  blefi:  feat !  to  man  was  given. 

The  richelt  bounty  of  indulgent  Heaven. 

To  Peace  then  facred  be  the  fhady  grove! 

Be  there  no  murmurs  heard — but  thofe  of  love: 

Love,  fled  from  noife  and  cities,  haunts  the  glade. 
The  falling  fountains,  and  the  fllent  fhade, 

Infpires  each  warbling  fongfter  in  the  bower. 

Breathes  in  each  gale,  and  bloffoms  in  each  flower. 
When  every  objeft  thus  their  charms  combine. 

What  bofom  can  refill:  the  power  divine  ? 

Too  feeble  that,  which  now  the  Mufe  infpires. 

And,  with  her  own,  admits  ftill  warmer  fires. 

Here,  here  I  felt  the  foft  infeftion  rife. 

Pant  at  the  breaft,  and  languilh  in  the  eyes. 

When  Mira  to  my  humble  cot  was  led. 

Love’s  willing  viftim,  to  an  hufband’s  bed ; 
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And  now  Hill  feel,  in  fmoother  channels,  ruri 
Thofe  dreams,  that  rapid  paflion  firft  begun : 

Efteem,  affeftion,  friendlhip  ne’er  decline : 

Nor  are  her  virtues  lefs  for  being  mine. 

Let  Rome  her  fetter’d  monks  to  cells  withdraw. 
And  force  her  own  againft  great  Nature’s  law: 

Drag  blooming  virgins  ufelefs  from  mankind. 

And  give  to  lull,  what  was  for  love  defign’d: 

’Tis  mine  to  tread  on  Albion’s  blifsful  (hore. 

Where  finful  celibacy  binds  no  more. 

Now  fultry  Phoebus,  far  from  Thetis’  bed 
Darts  his  fierce  rays  refiftlefs  o’er  my  head. 

Slow  thro’  yon  walk  oft-winding  let  me  rove. 

And  wander  deep  within  the  filent  grove! 

Or,  if  too  potent  there  his  beams  invade, 

O!  let  me  tread  thofe  limes  more  cooling  (hade! 

That  (hade  which  (hall  your  kind  protection  gain. 
And  Brown  himfelf  provoke  the  axe  in  vain. 

In  milder  climes,  and  bleft  with  cloudlefs  (kies. 
Let  (lender  domes  on  hills  unflielter’d  rife. 

Where  conftant  feafons  glad  the  neighbouring  plains, 
And  I’hcebus  holds,  not  Phaeton,  the  reins. 

But  where  loud  waves  oft  vex  the  fea-girt  (hore, 

And  fudden  tempefts,  unexpected,  roar  : 

Where  rough  December,  envious  of  her  power. 

From  gentle  May  oft  plucks  the  tender  flower  : 
Where  cleared  morn  to  cloudy  noon  gives  way. 

And  (tormy  eve  excludes  the  hopeful  day : 

Where  o’er  the  vaft  Atlantic  vapours  roll, 

©r  frozen  fogs  dark  ifl’ue  from  the  pole. 


There 


(  69  ) 

There  the  firm  building  a(ks  the  planter’s  aid, 

*•  From  dorms  a  Ihelter,  and  from  heat  a  (hade.” 

In  gardening  great  th’  improvement  of  the  age, 
Clipt  yews,  cut  out  in  Magogs,  quit  the  dage; 

Half  murder’d  hollies  meet  with  one  wound  more. 

And  clafping  ivy  leaves  the  loaded" door. 

But  yet  the  axe  may  drive  the  edge  too  far : 

Brown  not  with  Nature,  yet  with  climes  may  war  : 

Ufe  or  convenience  oft  put  in  their  claim, 

“  And  rife  to  faults  good  judges  dare  not  blame 
Nor  can  true  tade  and  elegance  refide 
Where  order  and  gradation  are  deny’d. 

By  walls  immur’d,  or  loll  within  a  wood 
The  cloider’d  manfions  of  our  fathers  Hood: 

They  fought  protection  from  the  dog-dar’s  heat. 

And  heard,  tho’  felt  not,  the  rude  temped  beat: 

But  damps  pervaded  oft  the  gloomy  hall, 

And  green-grown  mould  defac’d  the  ’fcutcheon’d  wall. 
Fond  of  extremes  (and  wifer  fure  than  they!) 

We  drive  walls,  trees,  damps,  arms,  and  all  away: 
Yield  dill  too  far  to  every  thing  that’s  new. 

Nor  dare  to  keep  the  golden  mean  in  view. 

But  fee!  the  fun  the  deep  of  heaven  defcends. 

And  yon  kind  cloud  her  golden  curtain  lends  : 

Let  me,  ye  Walks!  your  dowery  maze  purfue. 

And  on  one  plain  the  world’s  whole  tribute  view. 

That  tribute.  Commerce,  which  we  owe  to  thee. 

As  thou  we  owe  to  godlike  Liberty. 

Here  fpicy  Ihrubs,  the  growth  of  Afric,  bloom, 

And  ancient  Ada  breathes  her  fweet  perfume  : 
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Columbean  wilds  their  later  treafures  yield. 

And  Britilh  rofes  crown  the  flowery  field. 

Author  of  Gcob!  how  are  thy  Me  flings  Ihed? 

On  man’s,  on  thereby  man’s,  much  honour’d  head! 
From  glowing  India  to  the  froz:n  pole. 

Thy  Providence  fupplies,  prote&s  the  whole  : 

Nor  are  thy  gifts  at  random  thrown  abroad. 

Or  undiftinguilh’d  carelefly  bellow’d  ; 

For,  whilft  the  whole  in  general  bleflings  lhare. 

Each  part  partakes  thy  more  peculiar  care  : 

Yon  fpreaaing  fig,  that  firfl:  from  India  came, 

Stretch'd  broad  her  leaves  to  cool  the  fun-burnt  dame: 
Soft  cyprefs  rifes  on  the  Paphian  plain, 

To  foothe  the  grief  of  fome  forfaken  fwain  : 

In  cold  Norwegia  lofty  pines  arife, 

A  kind  protection  from  the  northern  Ikies : 

And  various  realms  this  one  grand  truth  declare. 

Who  feels  th’  extremes  of  Nature,  feels  her  care: 

Ev'n  winter  Hern,  and  angry  tempefts  bring 
Their  fecret  treafures  to  the  fruitful  fpring ; 

Pour  foftering  flores  into  the  weary  earth. 

And  call  more  gay  reviving  Nature  forth. 

Hail !  youthful  feafon !  health-reftoring  Power  ! 

That  chear’ft  the  wafte,  and  cloath’ll  the  rofeat  bower. 
That  bid’ll  gay  Nature  all  her  fweets  difplay, 

And  on  benighted  nations  pour  the  day  : 

For  thee  the  rofes  bloom,  the  violets  fpread. 

And  yellow  cowflips  rear  their  bended  head  : 

Brilk  thro’  the  thicket  trips  the  fpotted  fawn, 

And  fportive  lambs  bound  wanton  on  the  lawn  : 
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Thofe  oaks,  the  future  fovereigns  of  the  fea, 

Stretch  wide  their  boughs,  and  clothe  their  heads  for  thee. 

Bloom  freih,  ye  facred  Guardians  of  our  iile ! 

War’s  rage  is  o'er,  and  Peace  now  deigns  to  mile  : 

Here  Hand  the  gra  eful  monarchs  of  the  wo  d, 

Nor  ur, provok’d  attempt  the  f  uelling  flood : 

Remain  fecure  as  c:  ft  when  Druids  made 
Their  fongs  divine  beneath  your  reverend  fhade: 

But  foon  as  jarring  nations,  faithlefs  grown. 

Enrich’d  with  trade  and  commerce  not  their  own. 

Shall  bafely  ftrive  thofe  honours  to  obtain 
By  meaneft  arts,  which  courage  fought  in  vain. 

Then,  then  indignant  quit  the  fertile  Ihore, 

And  bid  the  deep  aflift  your  thunder’s  roar. 

When  haplefs  England  felt  a  tyrant’s  fway. 

And  that  fierce  tyrant  fell  to  lull  a  prey. 

Here,  fill’d  with  grief,  an  injur’d  princefs  a  fled 
From  (hort-liv’d  grandeur,  and  divided  bed: 

Oppreflion  fpread  her  horrors  o’er  the  plain. 

And  all  thy  fweets,  Kimbolton !  bloom’d  in  vain. 

For  not  the  fragrant  breath  of  rofy  morn. 

Nor  tuneful  lark  on  rifing  pinions  borne. 

Nor  all  the  verdure  of  the  blooming  fpring, 

Can  to  the  broken  heart  loft  pleafure  bring. 

a  Catherine  of  Spain,  during  the  latter  part  of  the  time  of  the  divorce, 
retired  to  Kimbolton  Caftle,  where  fhe  died  (it  is  fuppofed)  of  grief  for 
the  cruel  treatment  fhe  received  from  Henry  VIII. 
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In  England  then  the  Tons  of  Freedom  ftept. 

And  drooping  Virtue  o’er  their  allies  wept : 

In  vain  for  right  the  royal  ftranger  cry’d. 

That  right  his  Haves  enjoy’d  her  lord  deny’dc 
Yon  inmoft  grove  oft  heard  her  mournful  tale. 

Her  forrows  fpread  along  this  filent  vale ; 

Till  Fate  in  pity  call’d  her  to  the  Ihore, 

Where  lull  and  tyranny  opprefs  no  more. 

Thrice  happy  change  !  where  royal  virtue  griev'd* 

The  aged  and  the  orphan  are  reliev’d  -r 
And  thankful  widows  crowd  the  open’d  door. 

Where  weeping  majefty  complain’d  before, 

O  Britons !  (if  to  pagan  powers  ye  bow) 

Be  fmiling  Liberty  ador’d  by  you  ! 

Where  mad  Oppreffion  waves  her  iron  wand. 

There  Truth  and  Juftice  quit  the  wafted  land  : 

But  where  the  people  feel  a  father’s  fway, 

(As  Rome  felt  once,  and  Britain  feels  to-day) 

There  Juftice  equal  with  the  Sovereign  reigns. 

And  peace  and  plenty  glads  the  fmiling  plains. 

When  they,  who  govern  with  the  govern’d  join, 

And,  without  faftion,  all  their  force  combine  ; 

Not  the  loud  cannon,  nor  the  ocean’s  roar, 

That  beats  with  angry  waves  the  founding  fhore,  i 

Can  crufli  contending  hofts,  or  awe  them  more.  J 

Thofe  laurels,  Granby  !  that  adorn  thy  brow. 

Far  from  the  muddy  fount  of  faction  grew; 

Fair  Union  gently  rear’d  the  parent  tree. 

That  ftretch’d  fo  wide  her  boughs  for  Hawke  and  thee. 

And 
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And  thus  united,  fubjett  of  my  lays ! 

Thy  fons,  Kimbolton !  claim’d  the  patriot’s  praife, 
Who  left  their  fields  to  guard  the  the  threat’ned  lhore. 
Ere  Eliot  fought  and  Thurot  was  no  more. 

And  tho’  no  annals  to  their  race  fhall  tell. 

What  numbers  vanquifh’d  by  their  valour  fell; 

The  foul  refolv’d  that  waited  firm  the  foe. 

And  in  his  bofom  brav’d  th’  impending  blow. 

Or  conquer’d  for  his  native  fields,  or  bled, 

Tho’  no  green  laurels  fhade  his  honour’d  head. 

But  lo !  my  Mufe!  the  humid  drops  defcend. 

And  parting  lhepherds  to  the  hamlets  tend, 

O  !  quit  the  talk  thofe  beauties  to  difplay. 

That  fairer  fpring  with  each  returning  day! 

So  Reynolds  thus,  prefuming  on  his  art. 

To  trace  thofe  charms,  my  Lord!  that  win  your  heart. 
Sees  fofter  fmiles  whene’er  he  lifts  his  eye. 

That  bid  him  throw  his  baffled  pencil  by. 


RETIRE- 
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E  T  I  R  E  M  E  N  T.  AN  ODE. 


BY  MR.  B  E  A  T  I  E. 

SHOOK  from  the  purple  wings  of  Even 
When  dews  impearl  the  grove. 

And  front  the  darkening  verge  of  Heaven 
Beams  the  fvveet  ftar  of  Love  ; 

Laid  on  a  daify-fprinkled  green, 

Befide  a  plaintive  ftream, 

A  meek-ey’d  Youth  of  ferious  mien 
Indulg’d  this  folentn  theme. 

Ye  cliffs,  in  hoary  grandeur  pil’d 
High  o’er  the  glimmering  dale! 

Ye  groves,  along  whofe  windings  wild 
Soft  fighs  the  faddening  gale  ! 

Where  oft  lone  Melancholy  ftrays. 

By  wilder’d  Fancy  fway’d, 

What  time  the  wan  moon’s  yellow  rays 
Gleam  thro’  the  chequer’d  lhade  ! 

To  you,  ye  waftes,  whofe  artlefs  charms 
Ne’er  drew  Ambition’s  eye, 

’Scap’d  a  tumultuous  world’s  alarms. 

To  your  retreats  I  fly  : 


Deep 


C  75  ) 


Deep  in  your  molt  fequefter’d  bovver 
Let  me  my  woes  relign, 

Where  Solitude,  mild  model!  power. 
Leans  on  her  ivy’d  Ihrine. 

How  lhall  I  woo  thee,  matchlefs  Fair ! 

Thy  heavenly  fmile  how  win  ! 

Thy  fmile,  that  fmooths  the  brow  of  Care, 
And  Hills  each  ftorm  within ! 

O  wilt  thou  to  thy  favourite  grove 
Thine  ardent  votary  bring, 

And  blefs  his  hours,  and  bid  them  move 
Serene  on  filent  wing. 

Oft  let  Remembrance  foothe  his  mind 
With  dreams  of  former  days. 

When  foft  on  Leifure’s  lap  reclin’d 
He  enroll’d  fprightly  lays. 

Blell  days !  when  Fancy  fmil’d  at  Care, 
When  Pleafure  toy’d  with  Truth, 

Nor  Envy  with  malignant  glare 
Had  harm’d  his  fimple  Youth: 

’Twas  then,  O  Solitude!  to  thee 
His  early  vows  were  paid. 

From  heart  lincere,  and  warm,  and  free, 
Devoted  to  the  lljade. 


Ah 
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All !  why  did  Fate  his  fleps  decoy 
In  thorny  paths  to  roam, 

Remote  from  all  congenial  joy! - > 

O  take  thy  wanderer  home  ! 

Henceforth  thy  awful  haunts  be  mine ! 

The  long-abandon’d  hill ; 

The  hollow  cliff,  whofe  waving  pine 
Q’erhangs  the  darkfome  rill ; 

Whence  the  fear’d  owl,  on  pinions  grey. 
Breaks  from  the  ruftling  boughs, 

And  down  the  lone  vale  fails  away 
To  fhades  of  deep  repofe. 

O  while  to  thee  the  woodland  pom  s 
Its  wildly  warbling  fong, 

And  fragrant  from  the  wafte  of  flowers 
The  zephyr  breathes  along  ; 

Let  no  rude  found  invade  from  far, 

No  vagrant  foot  be  nigh, 

No  ray  from  Grandeur’s  gilded  car 
Flafh  on  the  ftartled  eye. 

Yet  if  fome  pilgrim,  ’mid  the  glade, 
Thy  hallow’d  bowers  explore, 

O  guard  from  harm  his  hoary  head, 

And  liflen  to  his  lore ! 


For 
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For  he  of  joys  divine  {hall  tell* 

That  wean  from  earthly  woe, 

And  triumph  o’er  the  mighty  fpell 
That  chains  this  heart  below. 

For  me  no  more  the  path  invites 
Ambition  loves  to  tread  ; 

No  more  I  climb  tliofe  toilfome  heights* 
By  guileful  Hope  milled  : 

Leaps  my  fond  fluttering  heart  no  more 
To  Mirth’s  enlivening  drain  ; 


For  prefent  ple'afure  foon  is  o’er, 
And  all  the  paft  is  vain. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  MELANCHOLY. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

MEMORY,  be  flill  !  why  throng  upon  the  thought 
Thefe  fcenes  fo  deeply  ftain’d  with  Sorrow’s  die? 

Is  there  in  all  thy  ftores  no  chearful  draught. 

To  brighten  yet  once  more  in  Fancy’s  eye? 

Yes — from  afar  a  landfcape  feetns  to  rife, 

Embellifh’d  by  the  laviflt  hand  of  Springs 
Thin  gilded  clouds  float  lightly  o’er  the  fkies. 

And  laughing  Loves  difport  on  fluttering  wing. 

Flow 
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How  bled  the  youth  in  yonder  valley  laid ! 

What  fmiles  in  every  confcicus  feature  play! 

While  to  the  murmurs  of  the  breezy  glade 
His  merry  pipe  attunes  the  rural  lay. 

Hail  Innocence!  whofe  bofom  all  ferene 
Feels  not  as  yet  th’  internal  temped  roll  : 

O!  ne’er  may  Care  diftradl  that  placid  mien  ! 

Ne’er  may  the  fhades  of  Doubt  o’erwhelm  thy  foul ! 

Vainwilh!  for  lo,  in  gay  attire  conceal’d 

Yonder  fhe  comes!  the  heart-enflaming  fiend! 

(Will  no  kind  power  the  helplefs  {tripling  fhield  !) 
Swift  to  her  deftin’d  prey  fee  Paffion  bend  ! 

O  fmile  accurft,  to  hide  the  word  defigns ! 

Now  with  blithe  eye  fhe  wooes  him  to  be  bled; 
While  round  her  arm  unfeen  a  ferpent  twines— 

And  lo,  fhe  hurls  it  hiding  at  his  bread! 

And  indant,  lo,  his  dizzy  eye-ball  fwims 

Ghadly,  and  reddening  darts  a  frantic  glare; 

Pain  with  drong  grafp  didorts  his  writhing  limbs. 
And  Fear’s  cold  hand  ereds  his  frozen  hair. 

Is  this,  O  Life,  is  this  thy  boaded  prime! 

And  does  thy  fpring  no  happier  profpeft  yield! 
Why  fhould  the  fun-beam  pain  thy  glittering  clime. 
When  the  keen  mildew  deiolates  the  field ! 


How 
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How  Memory  pains !  Let  fome  gay  theme  beguils 
The  mufing  mind,  and  foothe  to  foft  delight : 

Ye  images  of  Woe,  no  more  recoil; 

Be  life’s  paft  fcenes  wrapt  in  oblivious  night. 

Now  when  fierce  Winter,  arm’d  with  wafteful  power. 
Heaves  the  wild  deep  that  thunders  from  afar : 
How  fweet  to  fit  in  the  fequefter’d  bower. 

To  hear,  and  but  to  hear,  the  mingling  war! 

Ambition  here  difplays  no  gilded  toy. 

That  tempts  on  defperate  wing  the  foul  to  rife  j 
Nor  Pleafure’s  paths  to  wilds  of  Woe  decoy. 

Nor  Anguifn  lurks  in  Grandeur’s  proud  difguife. 

Oft  has  Contentment  cheat’d  this  lone  abode 
With  the  mild  languilh  of  her  finding  eye; 

Here  Health  in  rofy  bloom  has  often  glow’d. 

While  loofe-rob’d  Quiet  flood  enamour’d  by. 

Even  the  ftorm  lulls  to  more  profound  repofe  ; 

The  ftorm  thefe  humble  walls  affails  in  vain  : 

The  fhrub  is  fhelter’d,  when  the  whirlwind  blows. 
While  the  oak’s  mighty  ruin  ftrows  the  plain. 

Blow  on,  ye  winds !  thine,  Winter,  be  the  fkies. 
And  tofs  th’  infuriate  furge,  and  vales  lay  wafte  : 
Nature  thy  temporary  rage  defies ; 

To  her  relief  the  gentler  Seafons  hafte. 


Thron’d 
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Thron’d  in  her  emerald  ear,  f;e  Spring  appear! 

(As  Fancy  wills  the  landfcape  darts  to  view) 

Her  emerald  car  the  youthful  Zephyrs  bear. 

Fanning  her  bofom  with  their  pinions  blue. 

Around  the  jocund  Hours  are  fluttering  feen. 

And  lo,  her  rod  the  rofe-lip’d  Power  extends ! 

And  lo,  the  lawns  are  deck’d  in  living  green, 

And  Beauty’s  bright-ey’d  train  from  Heaven  defcends! 

Halle,  happy  days,  and  make  all  Nature  glad — 

But  will  all  Nature  joy  at  your  return? 

O  can  ye  cheat  pale  Sicknefs’  gloomy  bed, 

Or  dry  the  tears  that  bathe  th’  untimely  urn  ? 

Will  ye  one  tranfient  ray  of  gladnefs  dart. 

Where  groans  the  dungeon  to  the. captive’s  wail? 

To  eafe  tir’d  Difappcintment’s  bleeding  heart. 

Will  all  your  ftores  of  foftening  balm  avail? 

When  Item  Opprefiion,  in  his  harpy-fangs, 

From  Want’s  weak  grafp  the  laft  fad  morfel  bears. 
Can  ye  allay  the  dying  parent’s  pangs, 

W'hofe  infant  craves  relief  with  fruitlefs  tears  ? 

For  ah!  thy  reign,  Opprefiion,  is  not  pail. 

Who  from  the  fnivering  limbs  the  veftment  rends? 
Who  lays  the  once  rejoicing  village  wafte, 

Burlling  the  ties  of  lovers  and  of  friends? 

u 
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But  hope  not,  Mufe,  vain-glorious  as  thou  art; 

With  the  weak  impulfe  of  thy  humble  ltrain, 

Hope  not  to  foften  Pride’s  obdurate  heart, 

When  Erroll’s  bright  example  Alines  in  vairi„ 

Then  ceafe  the  theme.  Turn,  Fancy,  turn  thine  eye; 

Thy  weeping  eye,  nor  further  urge  thy  flight ; 

Thy  haunts,  alas  1  no  gleams  of  joy  fupply. 

Or  tranfient  gleams  that  flafti  and  fink  in  night. 

Yet  fain  the  mind  its  anguifh  would  forego. 

Spread  then*  hiftoric  Mufe,  thy  piftur’d  fcroll ; 

Bid  thy  great  fcenes  in  all  their  fplendor  glow. 

And  roufe  to  thought  fublime  th’  exulting  foul. 

What  mingling  pomps  rufii  on  th’ enraptur’d  gaze  ! 

Lo,  where  the  gallant  navy  rides  the  deep! 

Here  glittering  towns  their  fpiry  turrets  raife. 

There  bulwarks  overhang  the  lhaggy  fteep. 

Briftling  with  fpears,  and  bright  with  burnilh’d  fhields, 
Th’  embattled  legions  ftretch  theit  long  array  ; 

Difcord’s  red  torch,  as  fierce  lhe  fcours  the  fields. 

With  bloody  tintture  ftains  the  face  of  day. 

And  now  the  hofts  in  filence  wait  the  fign  : 

Keen  are  their  looks  whom  Liberty  infpires : 

Quick  as  the  Goddefs  darts  along  the  line, 

Each  breaft  impatient  burns  with  noble  fires, 

F  He 
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Her  form  how  graceful !  in  her  lofty  mien 

The  fmiles  of  Love  Item  Wifdom’s  frown  controul;. 

Her  fearlefs  eye,  determin’d  tho’  ferene. 

Speaks  the  great  purpofe,  and  th’  unconquer’d  foul. 

Mark,  where  Ambition  leads  the  adverfe  band. 

Each  feature  fierce  and  haggard,  as  with  pain  ! 

With  menace  loud  he  cries,  while  from  his  hand 
He  vainly  ftrives  to  wipe  the  crimfon  llain. 

Lo,  at  his  call,  impetuous  as  the  Itorms, 

Headlong  to  deeds  of  death  the  holts  are  driven  j 

Hatred  to  madnefs  wrought  each  face  deforms. 

Mounts  the  black  whirlwind,  and  involves  the  heavem 

Now,  Virtue,  now  thy  powerful  fuccour  lend. 

Shield  them  for  Liberty  who  dare  to  die — 

Ah!  Liberty,  will  none  thy  caufe  befriend! 

Are  thofe  thy  fons,  thy  generous  foils  that  fly  ! 

Not  Virtue’s  felr,  when  Heaven  its  aid  denies, 

Can  brace  the  loolen’d  nerves,  or  warm  the  hearty 

Not  Virtue’s  felf  can  Hill  the  burlts  of  fighs. 

When  fellers  in  the  foul  Misfortune’s  dart. 

See,  where  by  Terror  and  Defpair  difmay’d 
The  fcattering  legions  pour  along  the  plain  ! 

Ambition’s  car,  in  bloody  fpoils  array’d. 

Hews  its  broad  way,  as  Vengeance  guides  the  rein. 

Eat 
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But  who  is  he,  that,  by  yon  lonely  brook  b. 

With  woods  o’erhung,  and  precipices  rude. 

Lies  all  abandon’d,  yet  with  dauntlefs  look 

Sees  .dreaming  from  his  bread  the  purple  flood  ? 

Ah,  Brutus!  ever  thine  be  Virtue’s  tear! 

Lo,  his  dim  eyes  to  Liberty  he  turns. 

As  fcarce  fupported  on  her  broken  fpear 
O’er  her  expiring  fon  the  Goddefs  mourns. 

Loofe  to  the  wind  her  azure  mantle  flies. 

From  her  dilhevell’d  locks  (he  rends  the  plume; 

No  luftre  lightens  in  her  weeping  eyes, 

And  on  her  tear-ftain’d  cheek  no  rofes  bloom. 

Meanwhile  the  world,  Ambition,  owns  thy  fvvay. 
Fame’s  loudeft  trumpet  labours  with  thy  name; 

For  thee,  the  Mufe  awakes  her  fweeteft  lay. 

And  Flattery  bids  for  thee  her  altars  flame. 

Nor  in  life’s  lofty  buflling  fphere  alone. 

The  fphere  where  monarchs  and  where  heroes  toil. 

Sink  Virtue’s  fons  beneath  Misfortune’s  frown, 

While  Guilt’s  thrill’d  bofom  leaps  at  Pleafure’s  fmile. 

Full  oft  where  Solitude  and  Silence  dwell. 

Far,  far  remote  amid  the  lowly  plain. 

Refounds  the  voice  of  Woe  from  Virtue’s  cell. 

Such  is  Man’s  doom  ;  and  Pity  weeps  in  vain. 


•»  -Such,  according  to  Plutarch,  was  the  feene  of  Brutus’s  death. 

F  2  Still 
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Still  Grief  recoils— -How  vainly  have  I  ftrove 
Thy  power,  O  Melancholy,  to  withfland! 

Tir’d,  I  fubmit ;  but  yet,  O  yet  remove, 

Or  eafe  the  preffuxe  of  thy  heavy  hand  ! 

Yet  for  a  while  let  the  bewilder’d  foul 
Find  in  fociety  relief  from  woe; 

O  yield  awhile  to  Friendlhip’s  foft  controul ! 

Some  refpite,  Friendfhip,  wilt  thou  not  bellow! 

Come  then.  Philander,  whofe  exalted  mind 

Looks  down  from  far  on  all  that  charms  the  great ; 

For  thou  canft  bear,  unfhaken  and  refign’d. 

The  brightek  fmiles,  the  blackelt  frowns  of  Fate  : 

Come  thou,  whofe  love  unlimited,  fincere, 
NorFattion  cools,  nor  Injury  dellroys ; 

Who  lend’k  to  Mifery’s  moan  a  pitying  ear. 

And  feel’ll  with  ecllafy  another’s  joys : 

Who  know’ll  man’s  frailty,  with  a  favouring  eye, 
And  melting  heart,  behold’ll  a  brother’s  fall ; 

Who,  unenllav’d  by  Falhion’s  narrow  tye, 

With  manly  freedom  follow’ll  Nature’s  calk 

And  bring  thy  Delia,  fweetly-fmiling  fair, 

Whofe  fpotlefs  foul  no  rankling  thoughts  deform; 

Her  gentle  accents  calm  each  throbbing  care, 

And  harmonize  the  thunder  of  the  ftorm. 


6 


Tho* 


;(  s5  ) 

Tho’  bleft  with  wifdom,  and  with  wit  refin’d. 

She  courts  no  homage,  nor  deiires  to  fhine; 

In  her  each  fentiment  fublime  is  join’d 
To  female  foftnefs  and  a  form  divine. 

Come,  and  difperfe  th’  involving  lhadows  drear  ; 

Let  chaften’d  Mirth  the  focial  hours  employ : 

O  catch  the  fwift-wing’d  moment  while  ’tis  near, 

Gn  fwifteft  wing  the  moment  flies  of  joy. 

Even  while  the  carelefs  difencumber’d  foul 
Sinks  all  diflolving  into  Pleafure’s  dream. 

Even  then  to  time’s  tremendous  verge  we  roll 
With  headlong  hafte  along  life’s  furgy  ftream. 

Can  Gaiety  the  vanifli’d  years  reftore. 

Or  on  the  withering  limbs  freflr  beauty  flied. 

Or  foothe  the  fad  inevitable  Hour, 

Or  chear  the  dark,  dark  manfions  of  the  Dead? 

Still  founds- the  folemn  knell  in  Fancy’s  ear. 

That  call’d  Eliza  to  the  filent  tomb  : 

With  her  how  jocund  roll’d  the  fprightly  year ! 

How  Ihone  the  nymph  in  Beauty’s  brighteft  bloom! 

Ah!  Beauty’s  bloom  avails  not  in  the  grave. 

Youth’s  lofty  mien,  nor  Age’s  awful  grace: 

Moulder  alike  unknown  the  Prince  and  Slave, 

Whelm’d  in  th’  enormous  wreck  of  human  race; 

F  3  Tka 
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The  thought- fix’d  portraiture,  the  breathing  buiF, 
The  arch  with  proud  memorials  array’d. 

The  long-!iv’d  pyramid  lhall  fink  in  dull. 

To  dumb  Oblivion’s  ever-defart  lhade. 

Fancy  from  Joy  Hill  wanders  far  aftray  ; 

Ah!  Melancholy,  how  I  feel  thy  power! 

Long  have  I  iabour’d  to  elude  thy  fway— 

But  ’tis  enough;  for  I  refill  no  more; 

The  traveller  thus,  that  o’er  the  midnight  wafte 
Thro’  many  a  lonefome  path  is  doom’d  to  roam, 


’Wilder’d  and  weary  fits  him  down  at  laft 

For  the  long  night,  and  diilant  far  his  home. 


ELEGY. 


OCCASIONED  EY  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LADY. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

STILL  fnall  unthinking  Man  fubftantial  deem 
The  forms  that  fleet  thro’  life’s  deceitful  dream! 
On  clouds,  where  Fancy’s  beam  amufive  plays. 

Shall  heedlefs  Hope  his  towering  fabric  raife! 


Till 
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Till  St  Death’s  touch  th’  ideal  glories  fly, 

And  real  fcenes  rufh  difmal  on  the  eye; 

And,  from  the  bowers  of  Beauty  torn, 

The  ftartled  foul  awakes  to  think — and  mourn. 

O  Ye,  whofe  hours  in  jocund  train  advance, 

Whofe  fpirits  to  the  fong  of  gladnefs  dance  ; 

Who  flowery  fcenes  in  endlefs  view  furvey. 

Glittering  in  beams  of  vifionary  day! 

O!  yet  while  Fate  delays  th’  impending  woe. 

Be  rous’d  to  thought,  anticipate  the  blow  ; 

Left,  like  the  light’ning’s  glance,  the  fudden  ill 
Flafh  to  confound,  and  penetrate  to  kill: 

Left,  thus  encompafs’d  with  funereal  gloom. 

Like  me  ye  bend  o’er  fome  untimely  tomb. 

Pour  your  wild  ravings  in  night’s  frighted  ear, 

And  half  pronounce  Heaven’s  facred  doom  fevere. 

Wife!  Beauteous!  Good! - O  every  grace  combin’d. 

That  charms  the  eye,  that  captivates  the  mind ! 

Fair  as  the  flowret  opening  on  the  morn, 

Whofe  leaves  bright  drops  of  liquid  pearl  adorn ! 

Sweet,  as  the  downy-pinion’d  gale,  that  roves 
To  gather  fragrance  in  Arabian  groves  ! 

Mild,  as  the  ftrains,  that,  at  the  clofe  of  day 
Warbling  remote,  along  the  vales  decay! 

Yet,  why  with  thofe  compar’d  ?  What  tints  fo  fine. 
What  fweetnefs,  mildnefs  can  be  match’d  with  thine? 
Why  roam  abroad?  flnce  ftill,  to  Fancy’s  eyes, 

I  fee,  I  fee  thy  lovely  form  arife! 
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Still  let  me  gaze,  and  every  care  beguile, 

Gaze  on  that  cheek,  where  all  the  Graces  fmile  ; 
That  foul -exprefling  eye,  benignly  bright. 

Where  Meeknefs  beams  ineffable  delight ; 

That  brow,  where  Wifdom  fits  enthron’d  ferene. 
Each  feature  forms,  and  dignifies  the  mien : 

Still  let  me  liiten,  while  her  words  impart 
The  fweet  effufions  of  the  blamelefs  heart ; 

Till  all  my  foul,  each  tumult  charm’d  away, 
yields,  gently  led,  to  Virtue’s  eafy  fway. 

By  thee  Lnfpir’d,  O  Virtue,  Age  is  young, 
Andmufic  warbles  from  the  faultering  tongue; 
Thy  ray  creative  chears  the  clouded  brow. 

And  decks  the  faded  cheek  with  rofy  glow. 
Brightens  the  joylefs  afpedl,  and  fupplies 
Pure  heavenly  luflre  to  the  languid  eyes : 

Each  look,  each  aftion,  while  it  awes,  invites. 
And  Age  with  every  youthful  grace  delights. 

But  when  Youth’s  living  bloom  refledls  thy  beams* 
Refiftlefs  on  the  view  the  glory  flreams, 

Th’  ecftatic  breaft  triumphant  Virtue  warms. 

And  Beauty  dazzles  with  angelic  charms. 

Ah,  whither  fled! — ye  dear  illufions  flay! 

Lo  pale  and  fllent  lies  the  lovely  clay! 

How  are  the  rofes  on  that  lip  decay’d. 

Which  Health  in  all  the  pride  of  bloom  array’d ! 
Health  on  her  form  each  fprightly  grace  bellow’d  ; 
With  adtive  life  each  fpeaking  feature  glow’d. 


Fair 
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Fair  was  the  flower,  and  foft  the  vernal  iky; 

Elate  with  hope  we  deem’d  no  tempell  nigh  ; 

When  lo!  a  whirlwind’s  inftantaneous  gufl 
Left  all  its  beauties  withering  in  the  dull. 

All  cold  the  hand  that  footh’d  Woe’s  weary  head! 

All  quench’d  the  eye  the  pitying  tear  that  fhed! 

All  mute  the  voice  whofe  pleafing  accents  ftole, 

Infuiing  balm  into  the  rankled  foul!  — 

O  Death,  why  arm  with  cruelty  thy  power. 

And  fpare  the  weed,  yet  lop  the  lovely  flower! 

Why  fly  tjiy  fhafts  in  lawlefs  error  driven! 

To  Virtue  then  no  more  the  care  of  Heaven!— 

But  peace,  bold  thought!  be  ftill,  my  burfting  heart! 
We,  not  Eliza,  felt  the  fatal  dart. 

Scap’d  the  dark  dungeon  does  the  Have  complain. 

Nor  blefs  the  hand  that  broke  the  galling  chain  i 
Say,  pines  not  Virtue  for  the  lingering  morn. 

On  this  dark  wild  condemn’d  to  roam  forlorn  ? 

Where  Reafon’s  meteor-rays,  with  flckly  glow. 

O’er  the  dun  gloom  a  dreadful  glimmering  throw; 
Difclofing  dubious  to  th’  affrighted  eye 
O’erwhelming  mountains  tottering  from  on  high. 

Black  billowy  feas  in  florms  perpetual  toft. 

And  weary  ways  in  wildering  labyrinths  loft. 

O  happy  ftroke  that  burfts  the  bonds  of  clay. 

Darts  thro’  the  rending  gloom  the  blaze  of  day. 


And 
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And  wings  the  foul  with  boundlefs  flight  to  foar. 
When  dangers  threat  and  fears  alarm  no  more. 

Tranfporting  thought!  here  let  me  wipe  away 
The  falling  tear,  and  wake  a  bolder  lay ; 

But  ah!  afreili  the  fwimraing  eye  o’erflows — 

Nor  check  the  tear  that  ftreams  for  human  woes, 

Lo !  o’er  her  dull,  in  fpeechlefs  anguilh,  bend 
The  hopelefs  Parent,  Hufband,  Brother,  Friend  !— 
How  vain  the  hope  of  Man! — But  ceafe  thy  llrain. 
Nor  Sorrow’s  dread  folemnity  prophane; 

Mix’d  with  yon  drooping  mourners,  o’er  her  bier 
In  filence  ihed  the  fynipathetic  tear. 


ABSENCE.  A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 


B  Y - 

HOW  fweet  to  recall  the  fweet  moments  of  joy  ! 

’Tis  this,  and  this  only  can  Abfence  employ. 
Can  eafe  my  fond  heart,  and  beguile  my  foft  pain. 
Till  I  fee  with  delight  my  dear  charmer  again. 
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Ah !  Who  ever  knew  fuch  full  tranfports  as  I, 

While  with  her,  the  fwift  minutes  unheeded  pafs’d  by, 

Alas !  with  the  fweet  recolledlion  I  burn. 

Bring  back  your  delights,  ye  dear  moments,  return! 

Ah  me !  what  delights  in  my  bofom  would  rife 
While  with  eager  attention  I’ve  hung  on  her  eyes. 

And  watch’d  the  kind  beams  of  Compaflion  and  Love, 
While  lhe  pitied  my  paflion,  and  Teem’d  to  approve; 

Ah  me!  with  what  raptur’d  attention  I’ve  hung. 

To  catch  the  fweet  accents  that  flow’d  from  her  tongue* 
When  tendernefs  bade  the  dear  maiden  impart 
The  pleaflng  fenfations  that  glow’d  in  her  heart. 

O  how  does  my  Fair  one  confume  the  long  day? 

Is  the  Charmer  quite  eafy  while  I  am  away  ? 

Indeed  if  our  thoughts  like  our  hearts  Ihould  agree. 

The  dear  lovely  maiden  is  thinking  on  me: 

Ah  !  did  lhe  but  think  with  fuch  fondnefs  as  I, 

How  much  would  (he  grieve,  and  how  oft  would  lhe  figh  ! 
Yet  with  fo  much  fond  Love  may  her  bofom  ne’er  burn. 

If  lhe  flghs  as  I  figh,  if  lhe  mourns  as  I  mourn. 

But  why  do  I  wander  ?  why  figh  thus  alone  ? 

Alas !  ’tis  the  lofs  of  my  Fair  that  I  moan. 

Why  thus  every  hour  does  my  forrow  increafe  ? 

Alas!  it  is  Abfence  that  ruins  my  peace. 


Why 
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Way  fwells  my  fad  bofom  with  fear  and  with  grief? 
Ah  [  nought  but  her  prefence  can  bring  me  relief. 

IV ay  thus  down  my  cheek  trickles  fall  the  big  tear  ? 
Alas!  can  I  help  it? - my  Fair  is  not  here. 

TUI  i  nourife’d  this  paffion  I  all  unconcem’d 
Saw  Peace  my  companion  wherever  I  turn’d. 

Till  now  with  my  heart  all  at  eafe  I  could  reft, 

And  a  Ugh  was  a  ftranger  unknown  to  my  breaft. 

What  then  is  this  Love  ?  and  why  do  I  endure 
Thefe griefs  In  my  mind,  nor  endeavour  to  cure? 

When  thus  my  fond  heart  is  o’erwhelm’d  with  Defpair, 
And  I  know  no  delight  when  away  from  my  Fair? 

Yet,  Colin,  thefe  pains,  Ipite  of  all  thou  haft  faid. 

By  one  hour  of  her  prefence  are  far  over-paid, 

Thefe  fbrrows  from  Abfence  which  now  you  deplore. 
Then  vanife,  are  loft,  and  are  thought  of  no  more. 
Recall  thefe  rafe  words,  and  forbear  to  complain, 

'Since  the  next  tender  meeting  rewards  all  your  pain, 
Letfweet  Expectation  then  leffen  your  care. 

Let  Hope  foften  Abfence,  and  keep  off  Defpair. 

Sure,  fure  thofe  dear  pleafures  once  more  will  return  i 
How  long  in  this  Abfence  diftreft  mull  I  mourn  ? 

How  long  muft  1  wife,  while  my  lot  I  deplore. 

That  dear  angel-face ! — could  I  fee  it  once  more ! 


That 
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That  dear  angel-voice  * — Time,  how  fwift  didil  thou  feeja. 
While  I  liilen’d  enchanted  as  Love  was  her  theme  l 
O  come  thofe  dear  hours !  and  to  foothe  my  fond  pain 
Love  again  be  her  theme,  and  I  lillen  again ! 

How  dull  and  how  flow  do  the  moments  retreat! 

Time  was  when  they  flew : — now  there’s  lead  on  their  feet. 
Ye  Loiterers,  be  gone ;  why  fo  long  do  ye  flay  ? 

Ye  fly  when  I’m  with  her,  ye  creep  when  away. 

Ah!  Colin,  how  foolilh  Time’s  progrefs  to  blame. 

His  paces  are  equal,  his  motions  the  fame ; 

’Twas  the  joy  of  her  Prefence  made  Time  appear  fleet, 

’Tis  the  pain  of  her  Abfence  adds  lead  to  his  feet. 


ODE  TO  HEALTH. 


BY  MRS.  BROOKE. 

THE  Lefbian  lute  no  more  can  di2rmf 
Nor  my  once-panting  bofom  warm; 
No  more  I  breathe  the  tender  figh ; 

Nor  when  my  beauteous  Twain  appears. 
With  down-caft  look,  and  darting  tears, 
Confefs  the  luftre  of  his  eye. 


-  x  — 
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With  Freedom  bled,  at  early  dawn 
I  wander  o’er  the  verdant  lawn. 

And  hail  the  fweet  returning  Spring  : 

The  fragrant  breeze,  the  feather’d  choir. 

To  raife  my  vernal  joys  confpire. 

While  Peace  and  Health  their  treafures  bring. 

Come,  lovely  Health!  divined:  maid! 

And  lead  me  thro’  the  rurdl  {hade. 

To  thee  the  rural  fhades  belong: 

’Tis  thine  to  blefs  the  fimple  fwain. 

And,  while  he  tries  the  tuneful  drain; 

To  raife  the  raptur’d  Poet’s  fong. 

Behold  the  patient  village-hind  ! 

No  cares  didiirb  his  tranquil  mind; 

By  thee,  and  fweet  Contentment,  bled: 

All  day  he  turns  the  dubborn  plain. 

And  meets  at  eve  his  infant  train, 

While  guiltlefs  pleafure  fills  his  bread. 

O!  ever  good  and  bounteous !  dill 
By  fountain  frefh,  or  murmuring  rill, 

Let  me  thy  blifsful  prefence  find! 

Thee,  Goddefs,  thee  my  deps  purfue. 

When,  carelefs  of  the  morning  dew, 

1  leave  the  leffening  vales  behind. 


ODE. 
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O 


E. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


OFar  remov’d  from  my  retreat 

Be  Avarice  and  Ambition’s  feet  * 
Give  me,  unconfcious  of  their  power. 

To  tafte  the  peaceful,  focial  hour; 

Give  me,  beneath  the  branching  vine. 

The  woodbine  fv/eet,  or  eglantine. 

While  evening  fheds  its  balmy  dews. 

To  court  the  chafte  infpiring  Mufe! 

Or,  with  the  partner  of  my  foul 
To  mix  the  heart-expanding  bowl ! 

Yes,  dear  Sabina,  when  with  thee 
I  hail  the  Goddefs,  Liberty; 

When,  joyous,  thro’  the  leafy  grove. 

Or  o’er  the  flowery  mead,  we  rove; 

When  thy  dear,  tender  bofom  lhares 
Thy  faithful  Delia’s  joys  and  cares  ; 

Nor  Pomp,  ncr  Wealth  my  wifhes  move. 
Nor  the  more  foft  deceiver.  Love, 


ODE 
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ODE  TO  FRIENDSHIP. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

NO  more  fond  Love  fhall  wound  my  breaff. 

In  all  his  fmiles  deceitful  dreft, 

I  fcorn  his  coward  fway; 

And  now  with  pleafure  can  explore 
The  galling  chains  I  felt  before. 

Since  I  am  free  tc-day. 

To-day  with  Friendlhip  I’ll  rejoice, 

Whilft  dear  Lucinda’s  gentle  voice 
Shall  foften  every  care  : 

O  Goddefs  of  the  joy  fmcere! 

The  focial  figh  !  the  pleafing  tear? 

Thy  noble  bonds  I’ll  wear. 

When  firft,  ill-fated,  haplefs  hour! 

My  foul  confeft  Amintor’s  power, 

Lucinda  lnar’d  my  grief ; 

And  leaning  on  her  faithful  breaft. 

The  fatal  paffion  I  confefc. 

And  found  a  foft  relief. 

M/ 
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My  fteps  fhe  oft  was  wont  to  lead 
Along  the  fair  enamell’d  mead. 

To  foo'the  my  raging  pain; 

And  oft  with  tender  converfe  ftrove 
To  draw  the  fting  of  hopelefs  Love, 

And-make  me  fmile  again. 

O!  much-lov’d  Maid  !  whilft  life  remains 
To  thee  I’ll  confecrate  my  ftrains. 

For  thee  I’ll  tune  my  lyre ; 

And,  echoing  with  my  fweeteft  lays. 

The  vocal  hills  lhall  fpeak  the  praife 
Of  Friendlhip’s  facred  fire. 

TO  THE  MOON. 

BY  MR.  ROBERT  LLOYD. 

A  LL  hail!  majeftic  Queen  of  Night, 

Bright  Cynthia!  fweeteft  Nymph,  whofe  prefence  brings 
The  penfive  pleafures,  calm  delight, 

While  Contemplation  fmooths  her  ruffled  wings, 

Which  Folly’s  vain  tumultuous  joys. 

Or  bufinefs,  care,  and  buzz  of  lufty  day 

Have  all  too  ruffled. - Hence  away 

Stale  Jeft,  and  flippant  Mirth,  and  Strife-engendering  Noife. 
Vox..  IV.  G  When 
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When  Evening  dons  her  mantle  grey, 

I’ll  wind  my  folitary  way, 

And  hie  me  to  fome  lonely  grove 
(The  haunt  of  Fancy  and  of  Love) 

Whofe  focial  branches,  far  outfpread, 

Poflefs  the  mind  with  pleafing  dread.  . 

While  Cynthia  quivers  thro’  the  trees 
That  wanton  with  the  fummer  breeze, 

A.nd  the  clear  brook,  or  dimpled  dream. 
Reflects  oblique  her  dancing  beam. 

How  often,  by  thy  filver  light, 

Have  lovers  tongues  beguil’d  the  Night  ? 
When  forth  the  happy  pair  have  ftray’d. 

The  amorous  fwain  and  tender  maid. 

And  as  they  walk’d  the  groves  along, 

Chear’d  the  dill  eve  with  various  fong. 

While  every  artful  drain  confed 
The  mutual  padion  in  their  bread. 

To  lovers  hours  fly  fwift  away. 

And  Night  reluftant  yields  to  Day. 

Thrice  happy  Nymph,  thrice  happy  Youth, 
When  Beauty  is  the  meed  of  Truth  ! 

Yet  not  the  happy  Loves  alone. 

Has  thy  celeflial  prefence  knovvn. 

To  thee  complains  the  Nymph  forlorn 
Of  broken  faith,  and  vows  forfvvorn  ; 

And  the  dull  Swain,  with  folded  arms. 

Still  mufing  on  his  falfe  one’s  charms, 
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frames  many  a  fonnet  to  her  name, 

(As  lovers  ufe  to  exprefs  their  flame) 

Or  pining  wan  with  thoughtful  care. 

In  downcaft  filence  feeds  Defpair ; 

Or  when  the  air  dead  flillnefs  keeps. 
And  Cynthia  on  the  water  fleeps  ; 
Charms  the  dull  ear  of  fober  night. 
With  love-born  Mufic’s  fweet  delight. 

Oft  as  thy  orb  performs  its  round. 
Thou  lifteneft  to  the  various  found 
Of  Shepherds  hopes  and  Maidens  fears 
(Thofe  confcious  Cynthia  filent  hears 
While  Echo,  which  Hill  loves  to  mock. 
Bears  them  about  from  rock  to  rock) , 

But  Ihift  we  now  the  penfive  fcene. 
Where  Cynthia  filvers  o’er  the  green. 
Mark  yonder  fpot,  whofe  equal  rim 
Forms  the  green  circle  quaint  and  trimj 
Hither  the  Fairies  blithe  advance. 

And  lightly  trip  in  mazy  dance  ; 
Beating  the  panfie-paven  ground 
In  frolic  meafures  round  and  round  ; 
Thefe  Cynthia’s  Revels  gaily  keep. 
While  lazy  mortals  fnore  afleep ; 

Whom  oft  they  vilit  in  the  night. 

Not  vifible  to  human  fight ; 

And  as  old  prattling  Wives  relate, 

Tho’  now  the  fafhion’s  out  of  date, 
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Drop  fixpence  in  the  Houfewife’s  fhoe, 

And  pinch  the  Slattern  black  and  blue. 

They  fill  the  mind  with  airy  fchemes; 

And  bring  the  Ladies  pleafant  dreams. 

Who  knows  not  Mab,  whofe  chariot  glides. 
And  athwart  men’s  nofes  rides? 

While  Oberon,  blithe  Fairy,  trips. 

And  hovers  o’er  the  ladies  lips ; 

And  when  he  Heads  ambrofial  blifs. 

And  foft  imprints  the  charming  kifs, 

In  Dreams  the  nymph  her  Twain  purfues. 

Nor  thinks  ’tis  Oberon  that  wooes; 

Ye  fportive  Youth,  and  lovely  Fair, 

From  hence,  my  leflon  read,  beware. 

While  Innocence  and  Mirth  prefide. 

We  care  not  where  the  Fairies  glide  ; 

And  Oberon  will  never  mifs 
To  greet  his  favourites  with  a  kifs; 

Nor  ever  more  ambrofia  ftps. 

Than  when  he  vilits - ’s  lips. 

When  all  things  elfe  in  filence  lleep. 

The  blithfome  Elfs  their  vigils  keep, 

And  always  hover  round  about. 

To  find  our  worth  or  frailties  out. 

Receive  with  joy  thefe-Elfin  fparks. 

Their  kilfes  leave  no  tell-tale  marks. 

But  breathe  frelh  beauty  o’er  the  face. 

Where  all  is  virtue,  all  is  grace. 
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Not  only  elfin  fays  delight 
To  hail  the  fober  Queen  of  Night, 

But  that  fweet  bird,  whofe  gurgling  throat 
W arbles  the  thick  melodious  note. 

Duly  as  evening  Ihades  prevail, 

Renews  her  foothing  love-lorn  tale. 

And  as  the  Lover  penfive  goes, 

Chaunts  out  her  fymphony  of  woes. 

Which  in  boon  Nature’s  wilder  tone,  . 
Beggar  all  founds  which  Art  has  known. 

But  hift - the  melancholy  bird 

Among  the  groves  no  more  is  heard  ; 

And  Cynthia  pales  her  filver  ray 
Before  th’  approach  of  golden  Day, 

Which  on  ypn  mountain’s  mifty  height 
Stands  tiptoe  with  his  gladfome  light. 
Now  the  Ihrill  lark  in  aether  floats. 

And  carols  wide  her  liquid  notes ; 

While  Phoebus,  in  his  lufty  pride. 

His  flaming  beams  flings  far  and  wide. 
Cynthia  farewell — the  penfive  Mufe 
No  more  her  feeble  flight  purfues. 

But  all  unwilling  takes  her  way. 

And  mixes  with  the  buzz  of  Day; 


•  G  3 


A  BALLAD 


(  ) 

A  BALLAD. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

YE  fhepherds  fo  carelefs  and  gay. 

Who  fport  with  the  nymphs  of  the  plain. 
Take  heed  left  you  frolic  away. 

The  peace  you  can  never  regain. 

Let  not  Folly  your  bofoms  annoy  ; 

And  of  Love,  the  dear  mifchief,  beware. 

You  may  think  ’tis  all  funlhine  and  joy, 

- 1  know  ’tis  o’erlhadow’d  with  care. 

Love’s  morning  how  blithfome  it  Ihines, 

With  an  afpefl  deceitfully  fair; 

Its  day  oft  in  forrow  declines. 

And  it  fets  in  the  night  of  defpair. 

Hope  paints  the  gay  fcene  to  the  light, 

While  Fancy  her  vilions  bellows. 

And  gilds  every  dream  with  delight. 

But  to  wake  us  to  fenfible  woes. 
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How  hard  is  my  lot  to  complain 
Of  a  nymph  whom  I  yet  mult  adore, 

Tho’  Ihe  love  not  her  fhepherd  again. 

Her  Damon  muft  love  her  the  more. 

For  it  was  not  the  pride  of  her  fex. 

That  treated  his  vows  with  difdain. 

For  it  was  not  the  pleafure  to  vex. 

That  made  her  delude  her  fond  fwain. 

5Twas  His,  the  fair  nymph  to.  behold. 

He  hop’d — and  he  ralhly  believ’d. 

’Twas  Hers  to  be  fatally  cold  ; 

—He  lov’d — and  was  fondly  deceiv’d. 

For  fuch  is  of  lovers  the  doom, 

While  paflions  their  reafon  beguile, 

’Tis  warrant  enough  to  prefume, 

If  they  catch  but  a  look  or  a  fmile. 

Yet  furely  my  Phillis  would  leern 
To  prize  me  mod  fhepherds  above ; 

But  that  might  be  only  elteem. 

While  I  foolifhly  conftrued  it  love. 

Yet  others,  like  Damon,  believ’d 

The  nymph  might  have  favour’d  her  fwain. 

And  others,  like  Him,  were  deceiv’d. 

Like  Him,  tho’  they  cannot  complain. 

Of  Phyllis  was  always  my  fong, 

For  fhe  was  my  pride  and  my  care ; 

And  the  folks,  as  we  wander’d  along. 

Would  call  us  the  conjugal  pair. 
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They  mark’d  how  1  walk’d  at  her  fide. 
How  her  hand  to  my  bofom  I  preft. 
Each  tender  endearment  I  try’d, 

And  I  thought  none  was  ever  To  bleft, 

But  now  the  delufion  is  o’er, 

Thefe  day-dreams  of  pleafure  are  fled. 
Now  Her  Damon  is  pleafing  no  more. 
And  the  hopes  of  her  ihepherd  are  dead. 
May  he  that  my  fair  (hall  obtain; 

May  He,  as  thy  Damon,  be  true  ; 

Or  haply  thou’lt  think  of  that  fwain, 

Who  bids  thee,  dear  maiden,  adieu. 
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A  BALLAD, 

BY  THE  SAME. 


HARK,  hark,  ’tis  a  voice  from  the  tomb. 
Come,  Lucy,  it  cries,  come  away, 
The  grave  of  thy  Colin  has  room 
To  reft  thee  befide  his  cold  clay. 

I  come,  my  dear  Ihepherd,  I  come, 

Ye  friends  and  companions  adieu, 

I  hafte  to  my  Colin’s  dark  home, 

To  die  on  his  bofom  fo  true. 


All 
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All  mournful  the  midnight  bell  rung. 

When  Lucy,  fad  Lucy,  arofe  ; 

And  forth  to  the  green  turf  fhe  fprung. 
Where  Colin’s  pale  afhes  repofe. 

All  wet  with  the  night’s  chilling  dew, 

Her  bofom  embrac’d  the  cold  ground. 
While  ftormy  winds  over  her  blew. 

And  night-ravens  croak’d  all  around. 

•How  long,  my  lov’d  Colin,  fhe  cry’d. 

How  long  muft  thy  Lucy  complain? 

How  long  lhall  the  grave  my  love  hide  ? 

How  long  ere  it  join  us  again? 

For  thee  thy  fond  fhepherdefs  liv’d. 

With  thee  o’er  the  world  would  fhe  fly  ; 
For  thee  has  fhe  forrow’d  and  griev’d ; 

For  thee  would  fhe  lie  down  and  die, 

Alas !  what  avails  it  how  dear 

Thy  Lucy  was  once  to  her  fwain! 

Her  face  like  the  lily  fo  fair. 

And  eyes  that  gave  light  to  the  plain. 
The  fhepherd  that  lov’d  her  is  gone ; 

That  face  and  thofe  eyes  charm  no  more  ; 
And  Lucy  forgot,  and  alone. 

To  death  fhall  her  Colin  deplore. 

While  thus  fhe  lfiy  funk  in  defpair. 

And  mourn’d  to  the  echoes  around. 
Inflam’d  all  at  once  grew  the  air. 

And  thunder  fhook  dreadful  the  ground. 
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I  hear  the  kind  call,  and  obey, 

O  !  Colin  receive  me,  Ihe  cried, 
Then  breathing  a  groan  o’er  his  clay. 
She  hung  on  his  tomb-ftone  and  died. 
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LOVE-ELEGIE  S. 

B  Y  M  R.  II  A  M  MONO. 

ELEGY  I. 

WHILE  calm  you  fit  beneath  your  fecret  fhade. 

And  lofe  in  pleafing  thought  the  fummer-day. 

Or  tempt  the  wifh  of  fome  unpractis’d  maid, 

Whofe  heart  at  once  inclines  and  fears  to  ftray : 

The  fprightly  vigour  of  my  youth  is  fled. 

Lonely  and  fick  on  Death  is  all  my  thought, 

O  fpare,  Perfephone  a,  this  guiltlefs  head. 

Love,  too  much  Love,  is  all  thy  fuppliant’s  fault. 

No  virgin’s  eafy  faith  I  e’er  betray’d. 

My  tongue  ne’er  boafted  of  a  feign’d  embrace, 

No  poifons  in  the  cup  have  I  convey’d. 

Nor  veil’d  deftruftion  with  a  friendly  face  ; 

a  The  Goddefs  of  Death. 

No 
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No  fecret  horrors  gnaw  this  quiet  bread:. 

This  pious  hand  ne’er  robb’d  the  facred  fane, 

I  ne’er  didurb’d  the  Gods  eternal  red 

With  curfes  loud, — but  oft  have  pray’d  in  vain. 

No  dealth  of  Time  has  thinn’d  my  flowing  hair. 
Nor  Age  yet  bent  me  with  his  iron  hand  ; 

Ah !  why  fo  foon  the  tender  bloflom  tear  ? 

E’er  Autumn  yet  the  ripen’d  fruit  demand. 

Ye  Gods,  whoe’er,  in  gloomy  fliades  below. 

Now  flowly  tread  your  melancholy  round. 

Now  wandering  view  the  paleful  rivers  flow. 

And  muflng  hearken  to  their  folemn  found  : 

O  let  me  dill  enjoy  the  chearful  day. 

Till  many  years  unheeded  o’er  me  roll’d. 

Pleas’d  in  my  age  I  trifle  life  away. 

And  tell  how  much  we  lov’d,  e’er  I  grew  old. 

But  you,  who  now  with  feflive  garlands  crown’d 
In  chace  of  Pleafure  the  gay  moments  fpend. 

By  quick  enjoyment  heal  Love’s  pleaflng  wound. 
And  grieve  for  nothing  but  your  abfent  Friend. 
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ELEGY  n. 

BY  THE  SAME. 


NOW  Delia  breathes  in  woods  the  fragrant  air. 
Dull  are  the  hearts  that  ftill  in  town  remain. 
Verms  herfelf  attends  on  Delia  there, 

Aud  Cupid  Iports  amid  the  fylvan  train. 

•  O  with  what  joy  my  Delia  to  behold, 

I’d  prefs  the  fpade,  or  wield  the  weighty  prong. 
Guide  the  flow’  plough-lhare  thro’  the  ftubborn  mold. 
And  patient  goad  the  loitering  ox  along  : 

The  fccrching  heats  Fd  carelefsly  defpife. 

Nor  heed  the  blisters  on  my  tender  hand ; 

The  great  Apollo  wore  the  fame  difguife. 

Like  me  fubaued  to  Love’s  fupreme  command. 

Ko'healing  herbs  could  foothe  their  mailer’s  pain. 
The  art  of  phylic  loft  and  ufelefs  lay. 

To  Peneus’  ftream,  and  Tempe’s  lhady  plain. 

He  drove  his  herds  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray : 
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Oft  with  a  bleating  lamb  in  either  arm. 

His  blufhing  Sifter  b  faw  him  pace  along; 

Oft  would  his  voice  the  filent  valley  charm. 

Till  lowing  oxen  broke  the  tender  fong. 

Where  are  his  triumphs  ?  where  his  warlike  toil  ? 

Where  by  his  darts  the  crefted  Python  flain? 
Where  are  his  Delphi  ?  his  delightful  ifle  ? 

The  God  himfelfis  grown  a  cottage  Twain. 

O  Ceres,  in  your  golden  fields  no  more 

With  Harveft’s  chearful  pomp  my  fair  detain,— 
Think  what  for  loft  Proferpina  c  you  bore, 

And  in  a  mother’s  anguifti  feel  my  pain. 

Our  wifer  fathers  left  their  fields  unfown. 

Their  food  was  acorns,  Love  their  foie  employ. 
They  met,  they  lik’d,  they  ftay’d  but  till  alone. 
And  in  each  valley  fnatch’d  the  honed:  joy. 

No  wakeful  guard,  no  doors  to  ftop  defire. 

Thrice  happy  times ! — but  O  I  fondly  rave. 
Lead  me  to  Delia,  all  her  eyes  infpire 

I’ll  do, — I’ll  plough  or  dig  as  Delia’s  Have; 

The  Goddefs  Diana. 

e  The  daughter  of  Ceres,  taken  from  her  by  Pluto. 
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BY  THE  SAME. 

LE  T  others  boaft  their  heaps  of  Aiming  gold. 

And  view  their  fields  with  waving  plenty  crown’d,. 
Whom  neighbouring  foes  in  conAant  terror  hold. 

And -trumpets  break  their  Aumbers  never  found  : 

While  calmly  poor  I  trifle  life  away, 

•Enjoy  fweet  leifure  by  my  chearful  fire. 

No  wanton  hope  my  quiet  lhall  betray. 

But  cheaply  bleft  I’ll  fcorn  each  vain  defire. 

With  timely  care  I’ll  fow  my  little  field, 

And  plant  my  orchard  with  its  mafler’s  hand, 

Nor  blufli  to  fpread  the  hay,  the  hook  to  wield. 

Or  range  my  fheaves  along  the  funny  land. 

If  late  at  dufk,  while  carelefsly  I  roam, 

I  meet  a  Arolling  kid,  or  bleating  lamb. 

Under  my  arm  I’ll  bring  the  wanderer  home. 

And  not  a  little  chide  its  thoughtlefs  dam. 
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What  joy  to  hear  the  tempeft  howl  in  vain,  ' 

And  clafp  a  fearful  miftrefs  to  mybreaft? 

Or  lull’d  to  {lumber  by  the  beating  rain. 

Secure  and  happy  fink  at  laft  to  reft  ? 

Or  if  the  fun  in  flajning  Leo  ride. 

By  lhady  rivers  indolently  ftray, 

And  with  my  Delia,  walking  fide  by  fide. 

Hear  how  they  murmur,  as  they  glide  away. 

What  joy  to  wind  along  the  cool  retreat. 

To  flop  and  gaze  on  Delia  as  I  go  ? 

To  mingle  fweet  difcourfe  with  kilfes  fweet, 

And  teach  my  lovely  fcholar  all  I  know  ? 

Thus  pleas’d  at  heart,  and  not  with  Fanty’s  dream, 
In  lilent  happinefs  I  reft  unknown  ; 

Content  with  what  I  am,  not  what  I  feem, 

I  live  for  Delia,  and  myfelf  alone. 

Ah,  fooli(h  man  !  who  thus  of  her  pofleft. 

Could  float  and  wander  with  Ambition’s  wind. 

And  if  his  outward  trappings  fpoke  him  bleft. 

Not  heed  the  licknefs  of  his  confcious  mind. 

With  her  I  fcorn  the  idle  breath  of  praife. 

Nor  trull:  to  happinefs  that’s  not  our  own. 

The  fmile  of  Fortune  might  fufpicion  raife, 

But  here  I  know  that  I  am  lov’d  alone. 
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Stanhope,  in  wifdom  as  in  wit  divine. 

May  rife  and  plead  Britannia’s  glorious  caufe* 

With  fteady  rein  his  eager  wit  coniine. 

While  manly  Senfe  the  deep  attention  draws : 

Let  Stanhope  fpeak  his  liftening  country’s  wrong. 
My  humble  voice  fhall  pleafe  one  partial  maid ; 

For  her  alone  I  pen  my  tender  fong. 

Securely  fitting  in  his  friendly  fh'ade. 

Stanhope  fhall  come,  and  grace  his  rural  friend, 
Delia  fhall  wonder  at  her  noble  guefl. 

With  blufhing  awe  the  riper  fruit  commend. 

And  for  her  hufband’s  patron  cull  the  beft. 

Hers  be  the  care  of  all  my  little  train. 

While  I  with  tender  indolence  am  .bleft. 

The  favourite  fubjeft  of  her  gentle  reign. 

By  Love  alone  diftinguifh’d  from  the  reft. 

For  her  I’ll  yoke  my  oxen  to  the  plough. 

In  gloomy  forefts  tend  my  lonely  flock, 

For  her  a  goat-herd  climb  the  mountain’s  brow. 

And  fleep  extended  on  the  naked  rock  : 

Ah!  what  avails  to  prefs  the  ftately  bed, 

And  far  from  her  ’midft  taftelefs  grandeur  weep. 

By  marble  fountains  lay  the  penfive  head. 

And,  while  they  murmur,  ftrive  in  vain  to  fleep  ? 
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jDelia  alone  can  pleafe,  and  never  tire, 

Exceed  the  paint  of  thought  in  true  delightj 
With  her,  enjoyment  wakens  new  defire. 

And  equal  rapture  glows  thro’ every  night  3 

Beauty  and  Worth  alike  in  her  contend 
To  charnt  the  Fancy,  and  to  fix  the  mind. 

In  her,  my  wife,  my  miftrefs,  and  my  friend  j 
I  tafte  the  joys  of  fenfe  and  reafon  join’d. 

On  her  I’ll  gaze,  when  other  loves  are  o’er. 

And  dying  prefs  her  v/ith  my  clay-cold  hand— 
Thou  weep’il  already,  as  I  were  no  more. 

Nor  can  that  gentle  breaft  the  thought  withfiand. 

O  when  I  die*  my  latefl:  moments  fpafe. 

Nor  let  thy  grief  with  lharper  torments  kill# 
Wound  not  thy  cheeks,  nor  hurt  that  flowing  hair, 
Tho’  I  am  dead,  my  foul  (hall  love  thee  dill  : 

O  quit  the  room,  O  quit  the  deathful  bed, 

Or  thou  wilt  die,  fo  tender  is  thy  heart, 

O  leave  me,  Delia,  e’er  thou  fee  me  dead, 

Thefe  weeping  friends  will  do  thy  mournful  paft : 

Let  them,  extended  dn  the  decent  bier, 

Convey  the  coarfe  in  melancholy  date, 

Thro’  all  the  village  fpread  the  tender  tear, 

While  pitying  maids  our  wonderous  loves  relate* 
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THE  GENEALOGY  OF  CHRIST, 

AS  IT  IS  REPRESENTED  ON  THE  EAST  WINDOW  0F 
WINCHESTER  COLL.  CHAPEL, 

Written  at  Winton  School  by  Dr.  LOWTH, 

LORD  BISHOP  OF  OXFORD. 

AT  once  to  raife  our  reverence  and  delight. 

To  elevate  the  mind,  and  pleafe  the  light. 

To  pour  in  virtue  at  th’  attentive  eye. 

And  waft  the  foul  on  wings  of  extafy ; 

For  this  the  painter’s  art  with  nature  vies. 

And  bids  the  vifionary  faint  arife  ; 

Who  views  the  facred  forms  in  thought  afpires, 

Catches  pure  zeal,  and  as  he  gazes,  fires ; 

Feels  the  fame  ardour  to  his  bread  convey’d. 

Is  what  he  fees,  and  emulates  the  fhade. 

Thy  drokes,  great  Artid,  fo  fublime  appear. 

They  check  our  pleafure  with  an  av/ful  fear ; 

While,  thro’  the  mortal  line,  the  God  you  trace. 

Author  himfelf,  and  Heir  of  Jefie’s  race ; 

In  raptures  we  admire  thy  bold  defign, 

And,  as  the  fubjeft,  own  the  hand  divine. 

While  thro’  thy  work  the  rifing  day  fhall  dream. 

So  long  fhall  lad  thy  honour,  praife,  and  name. 
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Atid  Way  thy  labours  to  the  Mufe  impart  "7j 

Some  emanation  from  her  lifter  aft. 

To  animate  the  verfe,  and  bid  it  Ihine 
In  colours  eafy,  bright,  and  ftrong,  as  Thine.  j 

Supine  on  earth  an  awful  figure  lies,  J 

While  fofteft  flumbers  feem  to  feal  his  eyes ; 

The  hoary  fire  Heaven’s  guardian  care  demands. 

And  at  his  feet  the  watchful  angel  Hands. 

The  form  auguft  and  large,  the  mien  divine 

Betray  the  *  founder  of  Mefiiah’s  line,  % 

Lo!  from  his  loins  the  promis’d  Item  afcends. 

And  high  to  Heaven  its  facred  Boughs  extends : 

Each  limb  produftive  of  fome  hero  fprings, 

And  blooms  luxuriant  with  a  race  of  kings. 

Th’  eternal  plant  wide  fpreads  its  arms  around. 

And  with  the  mighty  Branch  the  myftic  top  is  crown’d, 

And  lo !  the  glories  of  th’  illuftrious  line 
At  their  firft  dawn  with  ripen’d  fplendors  Ihine, 

In  Davis  all  exprefs’d  ;  the  good,  the  great. 

The  king,  the  hero,  and  the  man  complete. 

Serene  he  fits,  and  fweeps  the  golden  lyre. 

And  blends  the  prophet’s  with  the  poet’s  lire. 

See !  with  what  art  he  ftrikes  the  vocal  firings,  "'’j 

The  God,  his  theme,  infpiring  what  he  fings  1 
Hark, — or  our  ears  delude  us- — from  his  tongue 
Sweet  flows,  or  feems  to  flow,  fome  heavenly  fong, 

© !  could  thine  art  arreft  the  fleeting  found, 

And  paint  the  veice  in  magic  numbers  bound; 
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Could  the  warm  Tun,  as  erft  when  Memnon  play’d. 

Wake  with  his  riling  beam  the  vocal  lhade  : 

Then  might  he  draw  th’  attentive  angels  down. 

Bending  to  hear  the  lay,  fo  fvveet,  fo  like  their  own. 

On  either  fide  the  monarch’s  offspring  Ihine, 

And  fome  adorn,  and  fome  difgrace  their  line. 

Here  Ammon  glories ;  proud,  inceftuous  lord! 

This  hand  fuftains  the  robe,  and  that  the  fword. 

Frowning  and  fierce,  with  haughty  ftrides  he  towers. 

And  on  his  horrid  brow  defiance  low’rs. 

There  Abfalom  the  ravilh’d  fceptre  fways. 

And  his  ftol’n  honour  all  his  lhame  difplays  : 

The  bafe  ufurper  Youth !  who  joins  in  one 
The  rebel  fubjedt,  and  th’  ungrateful  fon. 

Amid  the  royal  race,  fee  Nathan  Hand  : 

Fervent  he  feems  to  fpeak,  and  lift  his  hand  ; 

His  looks  th’  emotion  of  his  foul  difclofe. 

And  eloquence  from  every  gellure  flows. 

Such,  and  fo  ftern  he  came,  ordain’d  to  bring 
Th’  ungrateful  mandate  to  the  guilty  King  : 

When,  at  his  dreadful  voice,  a  fudden  fmart 
Shot  thro’  the  trembling  monarch’s  confcious  heart  $ 

From  his  own  lips  condemn’d  ;  fevere  decree  ! 

Had  his  God  prov’d  fo  ftern  a  Judge  as  He. 

But  man  with  frailty  is  ally’d  by  birth  ; 

Confummate  purity  ne’er  dwelt  on  earth  : 

Thro’  all  the  foul  tho’  virtue  holds  the  rein, 

Beats  at  the  heart,  and  fprings  at  every  vein : 

Yet  ever  from  the  cleared:  fource  have  ran 
Seme  grofs  allay,  fome  tin&ure  of  the  man. 

BuS 
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But  who  is  he — deep  muling — in  his  mind, 
lie  feems  to  weigh  in  Reafon’s  fcales,  Mankind  ; 
Fix’d  Contemplation  hold  his  fteady  eyes— 

I  know  the  Sage  b  ;  the  wifeft  of  the  wife. 

Bled  with  all  man  could  wifh,  or  prince  obtain. 

Yet  his  great  heart  pronounc’d  thofe  bleflings  vain. 
And  lo!  bright  glittering  in  his  facred  hands. 

In  miniature  the  glorious  temple  {lands. 

Effulgent  frame!  llupendous  to  behold! 

Gold  the  ftrong  valves,  the  roof  ofburnilh’d  gold. 
The  wandering  ark,  in  that  blight  dome  inlhrin’d. 
Spreads  the  ftrong  light,  eternal,  unconfin’d  ! 

Above  th’  unutterable  glory  plays 
Prefence  divine!  and  the  full-ftreaming  rays 
Pour  thro’  reluftant  crowds  intolerable  blaze. 

But  ftern  Opprefiion  rends  Reboam’s  reign ; 

See  the  gay  prince,  injurious,  proud,  and  vain! 

Th’  imperial  fceptre  totters  in  his  hand. 

And  proud  Rebellion  triumph.s  in  the  land. 

Curs’d  with  Corruption’s  ever-fruitful  fpring, 

A  beardlefs  Senate,  and  a  haughty  King. 

There  Afa,  good  and  great,  the  fceptre  bears, 
Juftice  attends  his  peace,  ftTccefs  his  wars  : 

While  Virtue  was  his  fword,  and  Heaven  his  fhield. 
Without  controul  the  warrior  fwept  the  field  ; 
Loaded  with  fpoils,  triumphant  he  return’d. 

And  half  her  fwarthy  fons  fad  Ethiopia  mourn’d. 
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But  finee  thy  flagging  piety  decay’d. 

And  barter’d  God’s  defence  for  human  aid  ; 

See  their  fair  laurels  wither  on  thy  brow. 

Nor  herbs,  nor  healthful  arts  avail  thee  now. 

Nor  is  Heaven  chang’d,  apodate  prince,  but  Thog, 

No  mean  atonement  does  this  lapfe  require  ; 

But  fee  the  Son,  you  mud  forgive  the  Sire: 

He,  c  the  jud  prince— with  every  virtue  bleft? 

He  reign’d,  and  goodnefs  all  the  man  polled. 

Around  his  throne,  fair  happinefs  and  peace 
Smooth’d  ev.ery  brow,  and  fmil’d  in  every  face. 

As  when  along  the  burning  wade  he  dray’d, 

Where  no  pure  dreams  in  bubbling  mazes  play’d. 

Where  drought  incumbent  on  the  thirdy  ground. 

Long  lince  had  breath’d  her  fcorching  blads  around ; 

The  d  prophet  calls,  th’  obedient  floods  repair 
To  the  parch’d  fields,  for  Jofaphat  w^s  there. 

The  new-fprung  waves,  in  many  a  gurgling  vein. 

Trickle  luxurious  thro’  the  fucking  plain; 

Frelh  honours  the  reviving  fields  adorn. 

And  o’er  the  defart  Plenty  pours  her  horn. 

So,  from  the  throne  his  influence  he  lheds. 

And  bids  the  Virtues  raife  their  languid  heads-j 
Where’er  he  goes,  attending  Truth  prevails, 

Oppreflion  flies,  and  Juflice  lifts  her  fcales. 

See,  on  his  arm,  the  royal  eagle  Aand, 

Great  type  of  conqued  and  fupreme  command:; 

e  Jofaphat.  A  Elifca. 
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Til’  exulting  bird  diltinguiffi’d  triumph  brings. 

And  greets  the  Monarch  with  expanded  wings. 

Fierce  Moab’s  fons  prevent  th’  impending  blow, 

Rufh  on  themfelves,  and  fall  without  the  foe. 

The  pious  Hero  vanquiffi’d  Heaven  by  prayer} 

His  faith  an  army,  and  his  vows  a  war. 

Thee  too,  Ozias,  fates  indulgent  bleft. 

And  thy  days  (hone,  in  faired  attions  dred  ; 

Till  that  ra£h  hand,  by  fome  blind  frenzy  fway’d. 
Unclean,  the  facred  office  durd  invade. 

<2uick  o’er  thy  limbs  the  furfy  venom  ran. 

And  hoary  filth  befprinkled  all  the  man. 

Tranfmiffive  worth  adorns  the  pious  e  Son, 

The  father’s  virtues  with  the  father’s  throne. 

Lo!  there  he  (lands :  he  who  the  rage  fubdued 
Of  Ammon’s  fons,  and  drench’d  his  fword  in  blood. 
And  dod  thou,  Ahaz,  Judah’s  fcourge,  difgrace. 
With  thy  bafe  front,  the  glories  of  thy  race  ? 

See  the  vile  King  his  iron  fceptre  bear — 

His  only  praife  attends  the  pious  f  Heir  ; 

He,  in  whofe  foul  the  virtues  all  conlpire. 

The  belt  good  fon,  from  the  mod  wicked  (ire. 

And  lo!  in  Hezekiah’s  golden  reign, 

Long-exil’d  Piety  returns  again  ; 

Again,  in  genuine  purity  (he  (bines. 

And  with  her  prefence  gilds  the  long-negIe£led  (krjjies. 
Ill-darr’d  does  proud  Aflyria’s  impious  s  Lord 
Bid  Heaven  to  arms,  and  vaunt  his  dreadful  fword; 
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His  own  vain  threats  th’  infulting  King-  o’erthrovv. 

But  breathe  new  Courage  on  the  generous  foe, 

Th’  avenging  Angel,  by  divine  command. 

The  fiery  fword  full-blazing  ;n  his  hand. 

Leant  down  from  Heaven  :  amid  the  ftorm  he  rode, 
March’d  Peftilence  before  him  ;  as  he  trod. 

Pale  Defolation  bath’d  his  Heps  in  blood.  3 

Thick  wrapt  in  night,  thro’  the  proud  hoft  he  paft, 
Difpenling  death,  and  drove  the  furious  blaft ; 

Nor  bade  Deftru&ion  give  her  revels  o’er. 

Till  the  gorg’d  fword  was  drunk  with  human  gore. 

But  what  avails  thee,  pious  Prince,  in  vain 
Thy  fceptre  refcued,  and  th’ Afiyrian  flain? 

Ev’n  now  the  foul  maintains  her  lateft  ftrife. 

And  Death’s  chill  grafp  congeals  the  fount  of  life. 

Yet  fee,  kind  Heaven  renews  thy  brittle  thread. 

And  rolls  full  fifteen  fummers  o’er  thy  head ; 

Lo !  the  receding  fun  repeats  his  way, 

And,  like  thy  life,  prolongs  the  falling  day, 

Tho’  Nature  her  inverted  courfe  forego. 

The  day  forget  to  reft,  the  time  to  flow. 

Yet  fn all  Jehovah’s  fervants  ftand  fecure. 

His  mercy  fix’d,  eternal  ftiall  endure ; 

On  them  her  ever-healing  rays  ftiall  Ihine  ; 

More  mild,  and  bright,  and  fure,  O  fun !  than  thin£? 

At  length,  the  long-expecled  Prince  behold. 

The  laft  good  King  ;  in  ancient  days  foretold. 

When  Bethel’s  altar  fpoke  his  future  fame, 

&ent  to  its  bafe,  at  good  Jofiah’s  name, 

Bleft^ 
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Bleft,  happy  prince  !  o’er  whofe  lamented  urn, 

Irt  plaintive  long,  all  Judah’s  daughters  mourn? 

For  whom  lad  Sion’s  fofteft  Sorrow  flows. 

And  Jeremiah  pours  his  fweet  melodious  woes. 

But  now  fall’n  Sion,  once  the  fair  and  great. 

Sits  deep  in  dull,  abandon’d,  defolate  ; 

Bleeds  her  fad  heart,  and  ever  ftream  her  eyes. 

And  anguilh  tears  her,  with  convulfive  flghs. 

The  mournful  captive  fpreads  her  hands  in  vain. 

Her  hands,  that  rankle  with  the  fervile  chain  ; 

Till  he,  h  Great  Chief!  in  Heaven’s  appointed  time. 

Leads  back  her  children  to  their  native  clime. 

Fair  Liberty  revives  with  all  her  joys. 

And  bids  her  envy’d  walls  fecurely  rife. 

And  thou,  great  hallow’d  dome,  in  ruin  fpread. 

Again  lhall  lift  fublime  thy  facred  head. 

But  ah!  with  weeping  eyes,  the  ancients  view 
A  faint  refemblance  of  the  old  in  you. 

No  more  th’  effulgent  glory  of  thy  God 
Speaks  awful  anfwers  from  the  myllic  cloud  : 

No  more  thine  altars  blaze  with  fire  divine. 

And  Heaven  has  left  thy  folitary  Ihrine. 

Yet,  in  thy  courts,  hereafter  lhalt  thou  fee 
Prefence  immediate  of  the  Deity, 

The  light  himfelf  reveal’d,  the  God  confefl:  in  thee. 

And  now  at  length  the  fated  term  of  years 
The  world’s  defire  have  brought,  and  lo!  the  God  appears. 
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Thai 


(  122  ) 

The  Heavenly  Babe  the  Virgin  Mother  bears, 

And  her  fond  looks  confefs  the  parent’s  cares. 

The  plealjr.g  burden  on  her  bread  lhe  lays, 

Hangs  o’er  his  charms,  and  with  a  fmile  furveysr 
The  Infant  fmiles,  to  her  fond  bofom  preft. 

And  wantons,  fportive,  on  the  mother’s  bread. 

A  radiant  glory  fpeaks  him  all  Divine, 

And  in  the  Child  the  beams  of  Godhead  fhine. 

Hut  now  alas!  far  other  views  difclofe 
The  blacked  comprehenfive  fcene  of  woes. 

See  where  man’s  voluntary  facrifice 
Bows  his  meek  head,  and  God  Eternal  dies ! 

Fixt  to  the  Crofs,  his  healing  arms  are  bound, 
While  copious  Mercy  dreams  from  every  wound. 
Mark  the  blood-drops  that  life  exhauding  roll, 

And  the  drong  pang  that  rends  the  dubborn  foul ! 
As  all  death’s  tortures,  with  fevere  delay, 

Exult  and  riot  in  the  nobled  prey, 

And  can’ft  thou,  dupid  man,  thofe  forrows  fee. 

Nor  lhare  the  anguilh  which  He  bears  for  Thee  ? 
Thy  fin,  for  which  his  facred  Flefh  is  torn, 

Points  every  nail,  and  (harpens  every  thorn  ; 

Cand  thou? — while  Nature  fmarts  in  every  wound. 
And  each  pang  cleaves  the  fympathetic  ground! 

Lo !  the  black  fun,  his  chariot  backward  driven, 
Blots  out  the  day,  and  perilhes  from  Heaven  : 
Earth,  trembling  from  her  entrails,  bear  a  part, 
And  the  rent  rock  upbraids  man’s  dubborn  heart. 

The  yawning  grave  reveals  his  gloomy  reign, 

And  the  cold  clay-clad  dead  dart  into  life  again, 
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And  thou,  O  tomb,  once  more  {halt  wide  difplay 
Thy  fatiate  jaws,  and  give  up  all  thy  prey. 

Thou,  groaning  earth,  {halt  heave,  abforpt  in  flame, 
As  the  laft  pangs  convulfe  thy  labouring  frame ; 
When  the  fame  God  unfhrouded  thou  {halt  fee, 

Wrapt  in  full  blaze  of  Power  and  Majefty, 

Ride  on  the  clouds  ;  whilft,  as  his  chariot  flies. 

The  bright  eftufion  ftreams  thro’  all  the  Ikies. 

Then  {hall  the  proud  diflolving  mountains  glow, 
And  yielding  rocks  in  fiery  rivers  flow  : 

The  molten  d  luge  round  the  globe  {hall  roar, 

And  all  man’s  arts  and  labour  be  no  more. 

Then  lhall  the  fplendors  of  th’  enliven’d  glafs 
Sink  undiftinguilh’d  in  the  burning  mafs. 

And  O !  till  earth,  and  feas,  and  Heaven  decay. 
Ne’er  may  that  fair  creation  fade  away; 

May  winds  and  llorms  thofe  beauteous  colours  fpare, 
Still  may  they  bloom,  as  permanent  as  fair. 

All  the  vain  rage  of  wafting  time  repell. 

And  his  Tribunal  fee,  whofe  Crofs  they  paint  fo  well, 
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WINTER  PROSPECTS 

IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND  IN  LONDON,  I -56. 

BY  J.  S. 

WHile  Learning’s  pleaiing  cares  my  friend  detain. 

By  Thames’s  banks  on  London’s  fmoaky  plain  ; 
Where  fpacious  ftreets  their  peopled  length  extend. 

And  pompons  domes  and  lofty  fpires  afcend  : 

Far  different  views  the  lonely  country  yields, 

Deferted  roads,  and  unfrequented  fields  ; 

Bleak  fcenes,  where  hoary  Winter  holds  command. 

And  from  his  throne  of  clouds  o’erlooks  the  land ; 

He  frowns — the  power  of  Vegetation  dies, 

Frofts  bind  the  earth,  and  Tempells  rend  the  Ikies ; 

Or  driving  Snows  defcend,  or  pouring  Rains, 

Or  chilling  Vapours  hover  o’er  the  plains. 

Sometimes  awhile  the  hoary  Tyrant  lleeps. 

Hid  in  his  cave  beneath  the  watery  deeps  ; 

The  diftant  fun  extends  a  chearing  ray. 

Bright  fmile  the  Ikies  and  foft  the  breezes  play  : 
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Then  airy  lawns  the  morning  walk  invite. 

And  rural  landfcapcs  charm  the  roving  fight, 

Mix’d  with  brown  ftubble,  leaflefs  woods  are  leep. 
And  neat-plough’d  furrows  clad  in  fcanty  green ; 
While  turbid  waters  edg’d  with  yellow  reeds 
Wind  thro’  the  rulfet  herd-forfaken  meads ; 

And  groves  that  Winter’s  fierced  rage  difdain 
In  fair  plantations  deck  the  fnelter’d  plain  : 

There  painted  hollies  with  red  berries  glow. 

And  their  broad  leaves  the  fhining  laurels  fliotv. 

And  pines  and  firs  their  varied  verdure  blend. 

And  cedars  fpread,  and  cypreffes  afcend. 

Pleas’d  with  the  fcene,  I  range  from  field  to  field. 
Till  loftier  lands  remoter  profpeft3  yield  ; 

And  there  the  curious  optic  tube  apply 

Till  a  new  world  approaches  on  the  eye;  * 

Till  where  dark  wood  the  hills  Hope  furface  fhrouds  j 
Or  the  blue  fummit  mingles  with  the  clouds ; 

There  fair  inclofures  lie  of  varied  hue, 

And  trees  and  houfes  rife  ditlinft  to  view. 

But  this  too  oft  th’  inclement  clime  denies. 
Involv’d  in  mifty  or  in  watery  Ikies ; 

And  yet  ev’n  then  with  books  engag’d,  I  find 
A  fweet  employment  for  th’  exploring  mind  ; 

There  fair  Defcription  fhews  each  abfent  fcene. 

The  corn-clad  mountain  and  the  daified  green  j 
There  over  diflant  lands  my  fancy  rovei, 

Thro’  India’s  cany  ifles  and  palmy  groves; 
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Where  clear  ftreams  wander  thro’  luxuriant  vales, 
Midft  cloudlefs  {kies  and  ever-tepid  gales, 

While  Spring  fits  fmiling  in  her  brighteft  bloom. 
And  calls  around  her  every  rich  perfume. 


HYMN  from  PSALM  LXV. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

PRAISE  to  th’  Almighty  Lord  of  Heaven  arife. 

Who  fix’d  the  mountains,  and  who  fpread  the  Ikies  > 
Who  o’er  his  works  extends  paternal  care, 

Whofe  kind  protection  all  the  nations  fhare  ; 

From  the  glad  climes  whence  morn  in  beauty  dreft. 

Forth  goes  rejoicing  to  the  fartheft  weft  ; 

On  Him  alone  their  whole  dependance  lies. 

And  his  rich  mercy  every  want  fupplies. 

O  Thou,  great  Author  of  th’  extended  Whole, 

Revolving  Seafons  praife  thee  as  they  roll : 

By  thee  Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter  rife. 

Thou  giv’ft  the  frowning.  Thou  the  fmiling  Ikies  ; 

By  thy  command  th#  foftening  lhower  diftils. 

Till  genial  warmth  the  teeming  furrow  fills; 

Then  favouring  funlhine  o’er  the  clime  extends. 

And,  bleft  by  thee,  the^verdant  blade  afcends : 


Next 
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Next  Spring’s  gay  produfls  clothe  the  flowery  hills. 
And  joy  the  wood,  and  joy  the  valley  fills ; 

Then  Toon  thy  bounty  fwells  the  golden  ear. 

And  bids  the  harvelt  crown  the  fruitful  year  : 

Thus  all  thy  works  confpicuous  worlhip  raife. 

And  Nature’s  face  proclaims  her  Maker’s  praife. 


SONNET, 


APOLOGY  FOR.  RETIREMENT,  I766. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

WHY  aflcs  my  Friend  what  chears  the  pafling  day. 
Where  thefe  lone  fields  my  rural  home  inclofe; 

That  me  no  fcenes  the  pompous  city  Ihows 
Lure  from  that  rural  refidence  away  ? 

Now  thro’  my  laurel  groves  I  mufing  ftray. 

Now  breathe  the  gale  that  o’er  the  lilac  blows. 

Now  in  my  grotto’s  folemn  cells  repofe. 

Or  down  the  fmooth  vale  wind  at  evening  gray; 

Now  charms  the  lofty  Poet’s  tuneful  lay, 

Where  Mafic  fraught  with  fair  In{tru£tion  flows  ; 

Now 
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Now  Delia’s  converfe  makes  the  moments  gay- 
The  nymph  for  love  and  innocence  I  chofe  : 

O  Friend  !  the  man  who  joys  like  thefe  can  tafte 
On  Vice  and  Folly  needs  no  hour  to  wafte. 

SONNET. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

OF  Adverfe  Fortune  gentle  Shenftone  ’plain’d. 

The  liberal  foul,  the  tafte  that  Nature  gave ; 

In  narrow  bounds  her  partial  hand  reftrain’d. 

But  pour’d  profufion  on  the  titled  Have  : 

Like  his  my  lot,  alike  by  me  difdain’d 
The  pomp  of  courts,  one  only  boon  I  crave. 

O’er  my  fields  fair  as  thofe  Elyfian  feign’d. 

To  bid  the  green  walk  wind,  the  green  wood  wave; 

On  the  high  hill  to  raife  the  higher  tower, 

To  ope  wide  profpe£ts  over  diftant  plains. 

Where  by  broad  rivers,  towns,  and  villa’s  rife  ;• 

Tafte  prompts  the  wi(h,  but  Fortune  bounds  the  power. 
Vet  while  Health  chears,  and  Competence  fuftains, 
Thefe  rrume  than  all  Contentment  bids  me  prize. 


SONNET. 
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SONNET. 


To  DELIA. 

i 

BY  THE  SAME. 

THRICE  has  the  year  its  varied  circuit  run, 

And  chearful,  Delia,  have  the  moments  flown; 
Since  with  my  love  for  thee,  my  care  begun 
To  form  thy  tender  mind  to  virtue  prone  : 

The  flatteries  of  my  fex  I  bade  thee  Ihun, 

I  bade  thee  lhun  the  follies  of  my  own  ; 

Fiflitious  manners  by  example  won. 

Alike  to  truth  and  innocence  unknown  : 

Say,  blooming  Maiden,  in  whofe  gentle  brealj- 
Reigns  Ample  Nature  undifguis’d  by  Art, 

Now  amply  try’d  by  time’s  unerring  tell. 

How  juft  the  diflates  of  this  faithful  heart. 

That  with  the  joys  thy  favouring  fmiles  impart. 
Deems  all  its  cares  repair’d,  itfelf  fupremely  bleft. 


Vol.  I  Vi 
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SONNET, 
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SONNET. 


To  BRITANNIA. 


E  Y  THE  SAME. 


REnown’d  Britannia!  lov’d  parental  land. 
Regard  thy  welfare  with  a  watchful  eye  ; 
Whene’er  the  weight  of  Want’s  aihicting  hand 
Wakes  o’er  thy  vales  the  Poor’s  perfuanve  cry  : 

When  Slaves  in  ofice  Freemen’s  rights  withlland. 
When  Wealth  enormous  fets  th’  Opprefibr  high. 
And  Bribes  thy  ductile  Senators  command  ; 

Then  mourn,  for  then  thy  Fate  approacheth  nigh. 

Not  from  perfidious  Gaul,  or  haughty  Spain, 

Nor  all  the  neighbouring  nations  of  the  main, 
Tho’  leagu’d  in  war  tremendous  round  thy  fhore. 
But  from  thyfelf,  thy  Rain  mull  proceed  ; 

Nor  boafl  thy  Power,  for  know  it  is  decreed, 

Thy  Freedom  gene,  thy  Power  fhall  be  no  more. 


O  N 
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on  Reading 

Mrs.  Macaulay’s  HISTORY  ©f  ENGLAND, 

BY  THE  S  A  M  E. 

TO  Albion’s  Bards,  the  Mufe  of  Hiltory  fpoke  ; 

“  Record  the  glories  of  your  native  land. 

How  her  brave  fonu  the  bonds  of  Slavery  broke, 

“  And  Power’s  fell  rod  tore  from  th’  Oppreffor’s  hand. 

**  Give  to  renown  the  Patriot’s  noble  deeds, 

“  Brand  with  difgrace  the  Tyrant’s  hated  name  j 
4t  Tho’  Falfhood  oft’  awhile  the  mind  mifleadsi 
“  Impartial  Time  bellows  impartial  Fame.” 

She  faid,  and  foon  the  lofty  lyre  they  Itrung, 

But*  artful,  chang’d  the  fubjedt  and  the  lore, 

Applaufe  of  courts  and  courtly  llaves  they  fung, 

But  touch’d  on  Freedom’s  genuine  notes  no  mord* 

The  fervile  ftrain  the  Mufe  indignant  heard. 

Anxious  for  Truth,  for  Public  Virtue  warm* 

She,  Freedom’s  faithful  advocate,  appear’d. 

And  bore  on  earth  the  fair  Macaulay’s  form. 

I  2 


WRIT* 
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WRITTEN  AT  THE  HERMITAGE 

AT  ALDERSEROOK,  MDCCLXI. 

BY  MR.  C - - . 

WHoe’er  thou  art  whom  chance  or  choice  may  bring 
To  thefe  fair  groves  of  venerable  ihade, 

The  group  of  tall  elms  and  the  filver  fpring, 

Blame  not  the  man  who  thefe  his  choice  has  made. 

Haft  thou  not  heard,  that  in  a  venal  age 
Wife  Scipio  from  the  walls  of  Rome  -retir’d  ; 

Content  to  mufe  on  Nature’s  Ample  page  *, 

And  fcenes  the  oft’ner  view’d,  the  more  admir’d- 

Silent,  like  him,  oft  let  me  range  the  wood. 

At  morn’s  infpiring  hour,  or  twilight  grey. 

And  frequent  fit  where  Reddon’s  ancient  flood 
Winds  thro’  delightful  meads  its  chryftal  way  : 

Ye  Great  !  unenvy’d  ’midft  your  grandeur  fhine, 

Y/hilft  days  of  tranquil  Solitude  are  mine  ! 

In  the  words  of  Linternum,  “  Never  lefs  alone  than  when  alone,” 
was  his  favourite  faying. 


ADVICE 
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ADVICE  TO  A  SHEPHERD, 


BY  THE  SAME. 

SHepherd !  feek  not  wealth  nor  power. 
Let  the  verdant  woodbine  bower. 
And  the  hills,  and  vales,  and  trees. 

And  the  lonely  cottage  pleafe. 

Can  the  gaudy  gilded  room 
Vie  with  fields  in  vernal  bloom? 

Or  Italian  airs  excel 
Plaintive  tuneful  Philomel  ? 

Can  the  futile  arts  of  drefs 
Grace  thy  model!  Shepherdefs  ? 

Happier  in  her  humble  fphere. 

Than  the  daughters  of  the  peer. 

’Midlt  the  city’s  tempting  glare 
Dwell  Difeafe,  and  Strife,  and  Care  ; 
Quit  not  then  the  farm  or  fold. 

Nor  exchange  thy  Peace  for  Gold. 


I  3 
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ODE  ON  AUTUMN, 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCLXI. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

ADIEU  the  pleafing  rural  fcene, 

Sequefter’d  lhades  and  meadows  green. 

The  field  thick  fpread  with  fheaves  of  corn, 

The  walk  at  early  hour  of  morn. 

No  linnet’s  falutary  fong 

Soft  echoes  now  the  fprays  among  : 

No  nightingale’s  more  plamtive  ftrain 
Soothes  the  lone  peafant  on  the  plain. 

The  vales  their  chearful  green  refign. 

And  on  their  Items  the  flowers  decline: 

No  more  we  wi(h  to  pafs  the  hour 
Where  elms  and  lilacs  form  a  bower. 

And  fee  the  fwallows  leave  their  home. 

To  diftant,  warmer  climes  they  roam  ; 

Wh^re  zephyrs  coo  and  grateful  fhowers 
Still  wake  the  fair  autumnal  flowers. 

Hpw 
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How  fade  the  glories  of  the  year  ! 

They  bloom  awhile  and  difappear. 

And,  melancholy  truth,  fond  man ! 

Thy  life’s  a  flower,  thy  day’s  a  fpan. 

Parent  of  All !  tremendous  Power ! 

Whom  every  realm  and  tongue  adore, 

Whofe  mandate  form’d  earth’s  fpacious  plain. 
And  the  immeafurable  main, 

Proftrate  before  thy  throne  we  bow. 

Author  of  circling  feafons  Thou ! 

O  haften  happier  days,  and  bring 
One  glorious,  One  Eternal  Spring. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  PEASANT. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

THE  Swain  who  own’d  yon  rural  cot 
Now  lies  near  this  fequefter’d  fpot. 
With  his  induftrious  faithful  wife 
He  trod  the  path  of  humble  life. 

Nor  knew  the  forrows  which  await 
The  trifling  revels  of  the  great : 

l  4 
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Here  village  lads  at  evening  hour 
Shall  ftrew  the  lately  gather’d  flower. 
And  penflve  nymphs  aflemble  here. 

To  fhed  a  fympathetic  tear. 

O  Stranger!  thy  fad  tribute  give, 

Like  Damon  die,  like  Damon  live! 

For  Virtue  lafting  plaudit  gains. 

When  freed  from  thefe  terreftrial  plains. 


P  S  A  L  M  CXXXVH. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

Here  the  fair  ftreams  of  fam’d  Euphrates  flray. 


V  ¥  And  make  the  vales  of  Babylonia  gay, 

On  the  green  borders  of  the  filver  flood, 

Judea’s  exil’d  mournful  children  flood : 

A  penflve  band,  opprefl  with  grief  fevere. 

For  Zion’s  fate  they  Ihed  the  frequent  tear  ; 

Their  fllent  harps,  fo  tuneful  late,  unflrung. 
High  pit  the  branches  of  the  willows  hung  ; 

When  lo!  their  enemies  demand  the  {trains 
That  erft  refounded  fweet  on  Judah’s  plains. — 
How  (hall  thefe  fongs,  Jehovah,  Sovereign  King! 
In  this  ftrange  clime  thy  captive  people  flng  ? 


Let 
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Let  my  right  hand  forget  the  note  to  play* 

Let  my  mute  tongue  forget  to  tune  the  lay, 

If  e’er  my  thought  neglectful,  faithlefs  roves. 

From  thee,  O  Salem  !  and  thy  facred  groves : 

But,  mighty  Lord !  remember  thou  their  feed. 

Who  bade  thy  city  mourn,  thy  people  bleed  ! 

Shall  not  e’er  long  proud  Babel’s  turrets  fall. 

And  in  her  fair  ftreets  noifome  reptiles  crawl ; 

Her  haughty  warriors  pale  and  breathlefs  lie, 

Dafh’d  on  the  Hones  her  helplefs  infants  die. 

The  woes  we  fuffer  be  to  her  repaid. 

And  all  her  glory  funk  in  everlalting  lhade  ? 

T  j  i  :  :  i  :  :  :  :  :  :  :  t  t  i  :  ;  :  t  ;  ;  ? 

THE  LATTER  PART  OF 

HABBAKUK,  Chapter  III. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

THO’  in  Judea’s  mead  the  verdant  blade 
Nipt  by  ungenial  frolt  full  fudden  fade ; 

Tbo’  the  ripe  fig,  pride  of  the  garden  gay. 

Touch’d  by  the  fun’s  too  fervid  beam  decay; 

Tho’  fairer  vines  the  raging  whirlwind  blait. 

And  olives  ufelefs  on  the  heap  are  call ; 


Tho* 
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Tho’  ftruck  by  Death  the  bleating  firftlings  fall. 
Vacant  the  fold,  untenanted  the  ftall ; 

Yet  ftill  to  Thee,  Jehovah!  Power  fupreme ! 

My  guide,  my  only  hope,  and  conftant  theme ! 

I  lifp  the  feeble  ftrain,  and  bow  the  knee, 

And  own  inceflant  Strength  belongs  to  Thee! 

O  let  thy  Love  with  rapture  fill  my  breaft. 

And  lead  thro’  life’s  untrodd.n  wilds — to  Reft. 

ODE  TO  SLEEP. 

B  Y  T -  S - ,  M.  D. 

SOFT  Sleep,  profoundly  pleafing  power. 

Sweet  patron  of  the  peaceful  hour, 

O  liften  from  thy  calm  abode. 

And  hither  wave  thy.  magic  rod  ; 

Extend  thy  filent,  foothing  fway. 

And  charm  the  canker  Care  away. 

Whether  thou  lov’ft  to  glide  along. 

Attended  by  an  airy  throng 
Of  gentle  dreams  and  fmiles  of  joy. 

Such. as  adorn  the  wanton  boy; 

Or  to  the  monarch’s  fancy  bring 
Delights  that  better  fuit  a  king; 


The 
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The  glittering  hoft,  the  groaning  plain. 
The  clang  of  arms,  and.  viftor’s  train : 
Or  fhould  a  milder  vifion  pleafe, 
Prefent  the  happy  fcenes  of  Peace  ; 
Plump  Autumn  blufhing  all  around. 
Rich  Induflry  with  Toil  embrown’d; 
Content  with  brow  ferenely  gay. 

And  genial  Art’s  refulgent  ray. 


ooQoooQoooomoomoomoo 


ODE  TO  MIRTH. 


B  Y  T  PI  E  SAME. 


PArent  of  Joy!  heart-eafing  Mirth! 

Whether  of  Venus  or  Aurora  bom ; 

Yet  Goddefs  fure  of  heavenly  birth, 

Vifit  benign  a  fon  of  Grief  forlorn  : 

Thy  glittering  colours  gay. 

Around  him.  Mirth,  difplay; 

And  o’er  his  raptur’d  fenfe 
Diffufe  thy  living  influence  : 

So  fhall  each  hill  in  purer  green  array’d. 

And  flower  adorn’d  in  new-born  beauty  glow; 

The  grove  fhall  fmooth  the  horrors  of  his  lhade. 

And  ftreams  in  murmurs  fhall  forget  to  flow. 

Shine, 
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Shine.  GcddeL,  fhine  w::h  unremitting  ray. 

And  gild  (a  fecond  fun)  with  brighter  beam  our  da} , 

Labour  with  thee  forgets  Ms  pain, 

And  aged  Poverty  can  imile  with  thee. 

If  thou  be  nigh.  Grief’s  hate  is  vain. 

And  weak  the  uplifted  arm  of  Tyranny. 

The  morning  opes  on  high 
His  univerfal  eye  ; 

And  on  the  world  doth  pour 
His  glories  in  a  golden  ihovver. 

Lo !  Darknefs  trembling  ’fore  the  hoftile  ray 
Shrinks  to  the  cavern  deep  and  wood  forlorn  ; 

The  brood  obfcene,  that  own  her  gloomy  fway. 
Troop  in  her  rear,  and  fly  th’  approach  of  morn. 

Pale  fhivering  ghofis,  that  dread  th’  all-chearing  light. 
Quick,  as  the  lightnings  flafh,  glide  to  fepulchral  night. 

But  whence  the  gladdening  beam 
That  pours  his  purple  fiream 

O’er  the  long  profpecl  wide  r 
’Tis  Mirth.  I  fee  her  lit 
In  majefty  of  light. 

With  Laughter  at  her  fide. 

Bright-ey’d  Fancy  hovering  near 
Wide  waves  her  glancing  wing  in  air  j 
And  young  Wit  flings  his  pointed  dart. 

That  guiltlefs  flrikes  the  willing  heart. 

Fear  not  now  Affliction’s  power. 

Fear  not  now  wild  PafSon’s  rage. 

Nor 
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Nor  fear  ye  aught  in  evil  hour, 

Save  the  tardy  hand  of  Age. 

Now  Mirth  hath  heard  the  fuppliant  Poet’s  prayer; 


No  cloud,  that  rides  the  blalt,  lhall  vex  the  troubled  air. 


ODE  TO  A  SINGING  BIRD. 

BY  MR.  RICHARDSON, 
of  queen’s  coi.lege,  oxon. 


OThou  that  glad’ft  my  l<Jnefome  hours 
With  many  a  wildly  warbled  fong. 

When  Melancholy  round  me  low’rs. 

And  drives  her  fullen  dorms  along  ; 

When  fell  Advcrlity  prepares 
To  lead  her  delegated  train. 

Pale  Sicknefs,  Want,  Remorfe,  and  Pain, 
With  ail  her  hod  of  carking  cares-~ 

The  fiends  ordain’d  to  tame  the  human  foul. 

And  give  the  humbled  heart  to  Sympathy’s  controul. 

Sweet  foother  of  my  mifery, ,  fay. 

Why  dofl  thou  clap  thy  joyous  wing  ? 

Why  doll  thou  pour  that  artlefs  lay  ? 

How  can  ft  thou,  little  prifoner,  fing  ? 


Plaft 
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Haft  thou  not  caufe  to  grieve 
That  man,  unpitying  man !  has  rent 
From  thee  the  boon  which  Nature  meant 
Thou  fhould’ft,  as  well  as  he,  receive? 

The  power  to  woo  thy  partner  in  the  grove. 

To  build  where  inltindt  points  ;  where  chance  directs,  to  rove. 

Perchance,  unconfcious  of  thy  fate. 

And  to  the  woes  of  bondage  blind, 

Thou  never  long’ft  to  join  thy  mate. 

Nor  wilheft  to  be  unconfin’d  ; 

Then  how  relentlefs  he. 

And  fit  for  every  foul  offence. 

Who  could  bereave  fuch  innocence 
Of  life’s  bell  bleffing.  Liberty ! 

Who  lur’d  thee,  guileful,  to  his  treacherous  fnare< 

To  live  a  tuneful  flave,  and  diffipate  his  care. 

But  why  for  thee  this  fond  complaint  ? 

Above  thy  mailer  thou  art  bleft  : 

Art  thou  not  free  ? — Yes ;  calm  Content, 

With  olive  fceptre,  fways  thy  breaft  : 

Then  deign  with  me  to  live ; 

The  falcon  with  infatiate  maw. 

With  hooked  bill  and  griping  claw, 

Shall  ne’er  thy  deftiny  contrive  : 

And  every  tabby  foe  lhall  mew  in  vain, 

While  penfively  demure  Ihe  hears  thy  melting  ftrain. 

Net* 
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Nor  {hall  the  fiend,  fell  Famine,  dare 
Thy  wiry  tenement  aflail ; 

Thefe,  thefe  lhall  be  my  conftant  care. 

The  limpid  fount,  and  temperate  mealt 
And  when  the  blooming  Spring 
In  checquer’d  livery  robes  the  fields. 

The  faireft  fiowrets  Nature  yields 
To  thee  officious  will  I  bring; 

A  garland  rich  thy  dwelling  lhall  entwine. 

And  Flora’s  frelhelt  gifts,  thrice  happy  bird,  be  thine. 

From  drear  Oblivion’s  gloomy  cave 

The  powerful  Mule  lhall  wrelt  thy  name. 

And  bid  thee  live  beyond  the  grave - 

This  meed  Ihe  knows  thy  merits  claim  ; 

She  knows  thy  liberal  heart 
Is  ever  ready  to  difpenfe 
The  tide  of  bland  Benevolence, 

And  Melody’s  foft  aid  impart ; 

Is  ready  Hill  to  prompt  the  magic  lay. 

Which  hulhes  all  our  griefs,  and  charms  our  pains  away, 

Erewhile  when  brooding  o’er  my  foul 
Frown’d  the  black  daemons  of  Defpair, 

Did  not  thy  voice  that  power  controul. 

And  oft  fupprefs  the  rifing  tear  ? 
if  Fortune  Ihould  be  kind, 

If  e’er  with  affluence  I’m  bled, 

I’ll  often  feek  fome  friend  dillrelt, 

And  when  the  weeping  wretch  I  find, 


Then, 
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Then,  tuneful  moralifl,  I’ll  copy  thee. 

And  folace  all  his  woes  with  focial  fympathy. 

ELEGY  ON  A  HUMMING-BIRD, 

WRITTEN  IN  A  ,F  LOWE  R-G  A  R  D  ENi 

B  Y  — - . 

A  Humming-Bird,  by  Nature  led. 

On  Nature’s  bounteous  honey  fed  j 
In  every  flower  beheld  a  feafl. 

And  every  lip  her  charms  increas’d  : 

Her  plumage  various,  gaudy,  bright; 

Surpafs’d  Aurora’s  radiant  light; 

Tho’  burniflrd  o’er  with  golden  raysj 
As  dreft  in  Ariofto’s  lays. 

O  had  you  feen  her  glowing  breaft, 

Which  every  tint  by  turns  exp  reft; 

Succeeding  tints  the  paft  renewing. 

You  had  wlfh’d  to  be  for  ever  viewing. 

But,  fweet  inconftant!  flie  would  fly 
From  flower  to  flower,  and  foil  the  eye; 

Each  motion  giving  fomething  new. 

No  fooner  feen  than  vanifn’d  too. 

One 
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One  morn  on  murmuring  wing  fufpended. 

She  to  thofe  well-known  pinks  defcended 
Here  hung  a  moment,  lipt  the  dew. 

And  elfewhere,  gaily  wanton,  flew. 

Her  little  crimfon  pinions  play’d. 

As  thro’  th’  enamell’d  plain  Ihe  ftray’d  ; 

By  every  fragrant  flower  invited, 

Which  to  delight  her  feem’d  delighted. 

I  faw  her,  in  an  evil-hour. 

Approach  a  deep-mouth  trumpet-flower, 

Within  whofe  fatal  tube,  O  me! 

With  mortal  dagger,  lurk’d  a  beet 

Deceitful  weed!  for  ever  may 
Your  filthy  flower  avoid  the  day. 

Your  naufeous  odours  taint  the  morn, 

Yourfelf  the  dire  k  Peruvian  Thorn! 

May  you,  Compell’d,  pernicious  bees! 

Supply  your  murmuring  hives  from  thefe; 

By  day  reftrain  your  bufy  flight. 

Condemn’d  to  labour  in  the  night. 

Within  her  breaft,  fecure  of  harm. 

The  feather’d  Venus  rais’d  alarm. 

Enrag’d  the  little,  jealous  thing. 

And  in  her  neck  he  plung’d  his  fling. 

k  Thorny  Apple  of  Peru,  call’d  in  Virginia-  The  James-Town  Weed. 

Vol.  IV,  K  Say, 
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Say,  haft  thou  feen  a  courfer  ftart— 

An  arrow  fly — the  lightning  dart? 

Far  fwifter,  wrung  with  raging  pain, 

The  Beauty  cleft  the  airy  plain  ; 

Her  courfe  unfteady,  high  and  low. 

Too  well  explain’d  her  inward  woe  ; 

Her  ftrength  decreaflng,  and  her  fpeed. 
Her  feeble  wings  refufing  aid. 

Her  tender  frame  with  fevers  burn’d. 

Her  little  brain  to  frenzy  turn’d, 

The  charm  of  Nature,  and  the  pride. 

In  many  circles,  funk  and  died; 

Her  pureft  neftar  erft  fhe  drew 
From  hence,  here  lie  her  beauties  too  ; 
Where  never  flower  the  wandering  eye 
Hath  fince  rejoic’d.  (All  bards  will  lie). 
<c  The  ways  of  Pleafure  promife  fair, 

M  But  Mifchief  oft  conceal’d  lies  there.” 
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A  MORNING  SOLILOQUY  ON  DEAFNESS. 


B  Y 


NATURE!  thy  genial  call  I  hear. 

Which  wakes  the  morn  and  me, 

And  feems  to  ftrike  upon  my  ear, 

Tho’  deaf  to  all  but  thee  : 

To  me  the  hours  in  filence  roll  away ; 

No  mufic  greets  the  dawn,  or  mourns  the  clofe  of  day. 

To  me  the  Iky-larks,  pois’d  aloft. 

In  filence  feem  to  play. 

And  hail  no  more  in  warblings  foft 
The  riling  dawn  of  day  ; 

For  me  in  vain  they  fwell  their  liquid  throats, 
Contemplative  I  mufe,  nor  hear  the  jocund  notes. 

To  me  the  Ihepherd  pipes  in  vain, 

In  vain  the  milkmaid  fings; 

Loft  are  the  bleatings  of  the  plain. 

The  gurgling  of  the  fprings ; 

No  more  I  hear  the  nightingale  complain, 

When  to  the  moon  Ihe  chaunts  her  fad  love-labour’d  ftrain. 
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And  when  with  me  Lucinda  drays 
Along  the  breezy  grove, 

In  tranlport  on  her  charms  I  gaze. 

And  think  Ihe  talks  of  love : 

Ah!  ceafe,  dear  maid,  to  talk  of  love  in  vain. 

For  fmiles  alone  to  me  the  voice  of  love  explain. 

Pygmalion  thus,  when  he  furvey’d 
The  work  his  hand  had  form’d. 

Enamour’d  wilh’d  to  fee  the  maid 
With  mutual  paflion  warm’d. 

And  as  he  woo’d  his  ear  he  oft  inclin’d, 

Whild  yet  no  voice  of  love  reliev’d  his  anxious  mind. 

Ceafe  thy  complaints  (methinks  ev’n  now 
The  voice  of  Reafon  cries) 

Difpel  the  gloom  that  clouds  thy  brow, 

Supprefs  the  heaving  fighs : 

What  Fate  decrees  ’tis  folly  to  bewail; 

Weigh  then  the  good  and  ill  in  Wifdom’s  equal  fcalc. 

No  more  in  Friendlhip’s  thin  difguife 
Shall  Flattery  foothe  thine  ear, 

Experienc’d  kindnefs  makes  thee  wife. 

To  know  thy  friend  iincere  ; 

No  more  fhalt  thou  attend  toFaftion’s  cries, 

The  taunts  ccjealous  Pride,  or  Envy’s  blading  lyes. 

No 
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No  more  lhall  now  thy  mind  be  toft 
By  every  breath  of  praife  j 
No  more  thy  reafon  fhall  be  loft 
In  controverfy’s  maze ; 

Thou  fafe  thro’  life’s  fequefter’d  vale  lhalt  go. 

And  learn  from  Nature’s  works  her  wife  decrees  to  know. 


'  V 
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THE  HERMIT. 

BY  DR.  GOLDSMITH. 

“  ^  W  'URN,  gentle  Hermit  of  the  dale, 

A  “  And  guide  my  lonely  way 
“  To  where  yon  taper  chears  the  vale 
“  With  hofpitable  ray. 

“  For  here,  forlorn  and  loft  I  tread* 

“  With  fainting  fteps  and  flow, 

“  Where  wilds  immeafurably  fpread 
“  Seem  lengthening  as  I  go.” 

“  Forbear,  my  fon,”  the  Hermit  cries, 

“  To  tempt  the  dangerous  gloom, 

“  For  yonder  faithlefs  phantom  flies 
“  To  lure  thee  to  thy  doom. 

k3 
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“  Here  to  the  houfelefs  child  of  Want 
“  My  door  is  open  fill ; 

“  And  tho’  my  portion  is  but  fcant, 

“  I  give  it  with  good  will  : 

Then  turn  to-night,  and  freely  fhare 
“  Whate’er  my  cell  bellows ; 

“  My  rulhy  couch,  and  frugal  fare,- 
“  My  bleffing,  and  repofe. 

“  No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  free 
“  To  flaughter  T  condemn  ; 

<f  Taught  by  that  Power  that  pities  me, 

“  I  learn  to  pity  them  : 

“  But  from  the  mountain’s  grafly  fide 
“  A  guiltlefs  feall  I  bring  ; 

A  fcrip  with  herbs  and  fruits  fupply’d, 
“  And  water  from  the  fpring. 

“  Then,  pilgrim,  turn,  thy  cares  forego ; 

“  All  earth-born  cares  are  wrong  : 
ct  Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 

“  Nor  wants  that  little  long.!- 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  Heaven  defcends. 

His  gentle  accents  fell ; 

The  modeft  firanger  lowly  bends. 

And  follows  to  the  cell. 


Far 
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Far  in  a  wildernefs  obfcure 
The  lonely  manfion  lay, 

A  re.'ige  to  the  neighbouring  poor. 
And  ftrangers  led  affray; 

No  flores  beneath  its  humble  thatch 
Requir’d  a  mafler’s  care ; 

The  wicket  opening  with  a  latch 
Receiv’d  the  harmlefs  pair. 

And  now  when  bufy  crowds  retire 
To  take  their  evening  reft. 

The  Hermit  trimm’d  his  little  fire. 
And  chear’d  his  penflve  gueft  ; 

And  fpread  his  vegetable  ftore. 

And  gaily  preft,  and  fnril’d. 

And,  fkill’d  in  legendary  lore. 

The  lingering  hours  beguil’d. 

Around  in  fympathetic  mirth 
Its  tricks  the  kitten  tries. 

The  cricket  chirrups  inlhe  hearth, 
The  crackling  faggot  flies. 

But  nothing  could  a  charm  impart. 
To  foothe  the  ftranger’s  woe  ; 

For  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart, 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

K  4 
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His  riling  cares  the  Hermit  fpy’d. 

With  anfvvering  care  oppred : 

“  And  whence,  unhappy  youth,”  he  cry ’d, 
“  The  forrows  of  thy  bread  ? 

From  better  habitations  fpurn’d, 

“  Reluftant  doll  thou  rove  ? 

“  Or  grieve  for  friendlhip  unreturn’d, 

“  Or  unregarded  love  ? 

“  Alas  !  the  joys  that  fortune  brings 
“  Are  trifling,  and  decay  ; 

“  And  thofe  who  prize  the  paltry  thing 
“  More  trifling  Hill  than  they. 

And  what  is  Friendlhip  but  a  name, 

“  A  charm  that  lulls  to  fleep, 

“  A  fhade  that  follows  wealth  or  fame, 

“  And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep? 

“  And  Love  is  dill  an  emptier  found, 

“  The  modern  fair-one’s  jed, 

"  On  earth  unfeen,  or  only  found 
“  To  warm  the  turtles  ned. 

9‘  For  lhame,  fond  youth,  thy  forrows  hufh, 
“  A.nd  fpurn  the  fex,”  he  faid : 

But  while  he  fpoke,  a  riflng  blulh 
His  love-lorn  gued  betray’d. 


Surpriz’d 
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Surpriz’d  he  fees  new  beauties  rife. 

Swift  mantling  to  the  view. 

Like  colours  o’er  the  morning  Ikies, 

As  bright,  as  .tranflent  too. 

The  bafhful  look,  the  rifing  bread. 
Alternate  fpread  alarms. 

The  lovely  dr  anger  ftands  confeft 
A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 

“  And  ah  !  forgive  a  Granger  rude, 

“  A  wretch  forlorn,”  Ihe  cry’d, 

“  Whofe  feet  unhallow’d  thus  intrude 
“  Where  Heaven  and  you  refide. 

“  But  let  a  maid  thy  pity  fhare, 

“  Whom  Love  has  taught  to  ftray 

“  Who  feeks  for  reft,  but  finds  defjpair 
“  Companion  of  her  way. 

“  My  father  liv’d  befide  the  Tyne, 

“  A  wealthy  Lord  was  he ; 

“  And  all  his  wealth  was  mark’d  as  mine; 
“  He  had  but  only  me. 

“To  win  me  from  his  tender  arms 
“  Unnumber’d  fuitors  came ; 

“  Who  prais’d  me  for  imputed  charms, 

“  And  felt  or  feign’d  a  flame. 
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**  Each  hour  a  mercenary  crowd 
“  With  richeft  proffers  ftrove  ; 

“  Among  the  reft  young  Edwin  bow’d, 

“  But  never  talk’d  of  love. 

“  In  humble  fimpleft  habit  clad, 

“  No  wealth  or  power  had  he; 

“  Wifdom  and  worth  were  all  he  had  ; 

“  But  thefe  were  all  to  me. 

“  The  bloffom  opening  to  the  day 
“  The  dews  of  heaven  refin’d, 

“  Could  nought  of  purity  difplay 
“  To  emulate  his  mind. 

“The  dew,  the  bloffoms  of  the  tree, 

“  With  charms  inconftant  fhine  ; 

“  Their  charms  were  his,  but  woe  to  me, 

“  Their  conftancy  was  mine. 

“  For  ftill  I  try’d  each  fickle  art, 

“  Importunate  and  vain  ; 

“  And  while  his  paflion  touch’d  my  heart 
“  I  triumph’d  in  his  pain ; 

“  Till  quite  dejected  with  my  fcorn, 

“He  left  me  to  my  pride, 

“  And  fought  a  folitude  forlorn 
“  In  fecret,  where  he  died. 

But 
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“  But  mine  the  forrow,  mine  the  fault, 

“  And  well  my  life  lhall  pay, 

“  I’ll  feek  the  folitude  he  fought, 

“  And  ftretch  me  where  he  lay — > 

“  And  there  forlorn,  defpairing  hid, 

“  I’ll  lay  me  down  and  die  ; 

“  ’Twas  fo  for  me  that  Edwin  did, 

“  And  fo  for  him  will  I.” 

“  Forbid  it.  Heaven  !  ”  the  Hermit  cry’d. 
And  clafp’d  her  to  his  breaft  ; 

The  wondering  fair  one  turn’d  to  chide  ; 
’Twas  Edwin’s  felf  that  preft. 

“Turn,  Angelina,  ever  dear; 

“  My  charmer,  turn  to  fee 

“  Thy  own,  thy  long-loft  Edwin  here, 

“  Reftor’d  to  love  and  thee. 

“  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  heart, 

“  And  every  care  refign  ; 

“  And  lhall  we  never,  never  part, 

“  My  life — my  all  that’s  mine, 

“No,  never,  from  this  hour  to  part, 

“  We’ll  live  and  love  fo  true  ; 

“  The  figh  that  rends  thy  conftant  heart, 

“  Shall  break  thy  Edwin’s  too.” 


THE 
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THE  BELDAMES. 


B  Y - . 

HA  I  L,  happy  Beldames  !  yours  thole  joys 
Which  time,  nor  accident  deftroys. 

•Sicknefs  and  cares  your  blifs  dilate. 

And  pain  but  whets  your  lull  of  hate. 

The  flower  of  Youth  will  foon  decay. 

Health,  Beauty,  Pleafure  fade  away  : 

Sharp  forrows  fling  the  breaft  humane. 

And  hopes  are  falfe,  and  wi flies  vain. 

But  hence  your  joys  eternal  flow. 

Their  fource  exhaufllefs,  human  woe. 

For  you  fierce  War  high-piles  his  dead, 

Difeafe  thick- ftrevvs  her  fqua'id  bed  ; 

Famine  and  Plagues  their  myriads  fweep. 

And  Tempefts  lafli  thJ  all-whelming  deep. 

The  fiery  meteors  hear  your  call, 

And  houfes  blaze,  and  temples  fall. 

Bat  far  remote  from  Britain’s  eye 
The  vafler  fcenes  of  ruin  lie : 

The  cities  in  Vulcanos  loft. 

The  fcatter’d  realms  in  whirlwinds  tofl. 

Or,,  feller  fcourge,  a  Tyrant’s  brand 
Wide-flaming  o’er  a  blafled  land  : 

Imperfefi 
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Imperfect  joy,  the  wretch  unknown. 
Unmark’d  the  pang,  unheard  the  groan.. 
Here  mighty  Horror  fcarce  appears ; 

One  plague  perhaps  in  ninety  years : 

And  Faftion,  long  depriv’d  of  food,. 

Sits  pining  over  public  good; 

Or  feeds,  with  felf-tormenting  fpleen. 

In  prefent  blifs,  on  ills  forefeen. 

But  here  more  exquifite  delight 
From  private  woes  foothes  ranc’rous  Spight, 
In  pride  of  youth  our  Frederic  dies. 

And  Anguilh  feals  my  Lonfdale’s  eyes: 
Richmond  his  generous  foul  refign’d. 

And  Ca’ndifh,  friend  to  human  kind, 

Ev’n  thoughtlefs  1  Pleafure  droop’d  her  head. 
While  Britain  wept  o’er  Pelham’s  bed. 

Yet  fuch  your  joys,  as  when  the  bell 

Firft  toll’d  unhappy  S - ’s  knell  ; 

When  by  that  hand,  which  thoufands  fed. 
The  belt,  the  braveft  Briton  bled  ; 

And  clos’d  a  life  in  virtue  pad 

With  one  wrong  deed,  his  firft  and  laft. 

Whether  impure  and  hard  of  foul 
The  Daughter  mix’d  the  deadly  bowl ;  . 

Or  if  fedueing  Love  betray’d  s. 

To  crimes  unknown  the  yielding  piaid; 
Whether  in  weaknefs  or  in  guilt, 

One  joy  is  fure,  her  blood  is  fpilt: 


1  Upon  Mr.  Pelham’s  death  the  places  of  public  diveriion  wof * 
for  a  time  defected. 
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And  Hill  to  raife  the  tranfport  higher. 
Believe  her  innocent  expire  I 
By  no  degree,  no  fex  defin’d. 

Their  Virtues  ftamp  the  Beldame-kind, 
Who  cringe  and  flander,  fling  and  fawn. 
In  rags,  or  lace,  or  fur,  or  lawn  ; 
Whether  in  perriwigs  or  pinners. 

If  Whitefield’s  faints,  or  Arthur’s  finners  ; 
If  now  the  fcold  at  Wapping  flames. 

Or  flaunts  a  Dutchefs  at  St.  James’ ; 

Alike,  if  they  revile  or  flatter, 

(Who  lie  in  praife,  will  lie  in  fatire) 

All  the  foul  fifterhood  compofe. 

All  thofe,  and  all  refembling  thofe. 

But  fome,  in  hoary  Age’s  train. 

By  flxty  winters  chill’d  in  vain. 

With  hearts  that  melt,  and  nerves  that  feel, 
Difplay  a  breaft  unarm’d  with  fleel. 

How  few  are  thefe!  and  of  thefe  few 
Good  Heaven  hath  feiz’d  on  Montagu. 
Germain  yet  lives,  not  half  reveal’d. 

Her  bounties  more  than  half  conceal’d ; 

And  fliould  I  add  another  name, 

Blufhing  flie  flies  purfuir.g  Fame. 

For  fuch  is  Virtue’s  aukward  pride, 

Scarce  more  intent  to  give  than  hide. 

Peace  to  all  fuch  in  filent  ftate, 

So  few  fcarce  worth  the  Beldame’s  hate, 

’Tis  not  enough  that  Nature’s  pHn 
To  Cares,  to  Death  predeflines  Man  ; 
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That  ev’n  thofe  few,  we  happy  call. 

Bend  to  the  general  doom  of  all. 

While  blifs,  a  fcanty  portion,  flows 
Mixt  in  the  ftream  of  bitter  woes  ; 

Not  one  efcapes  the  Beldame’s  hate. 

Great  leveller  to  one  eftate. 

As  in  the  Sun’s  meridian  blaze 
A  cloud  obfcene  of  infeds  plays. 

Or  with  invenom’d  fling  invades 
The  quiet  of  fequefter’d  lhades. 

Now  fwarms  on  filth,  and  now  pollutes 
The  ne&ar  of  the  faireft  fruits  : 

So  thro’  each  rank,  thro’  every  ftage 
Wantons  the  ceafelefs  Beldame’s  rage. 
Sublimely  rapt  in  patriot  heat, 

Furious  lhe  Ihakes  the  Monarch’s  feat. 
Now  Hooping  fpurns  the  lowly  cell 
Where  calm  Content,  and  Concord  dwell. 
Well  pleas’d  degraded  Worth  to  fee. 

Or  Felons  load  the  groaning  tree. 

Yet  fhall  the  tear  of  Pity  flow. 

Yet  fhall  her  hand  exalt  the  low  ; 

Shall  pull  afpiring  Merit  down. 

And  deck  the  bafe  with  Honor’s  crown  ; 
Intent  to  lower,  not  fond  to  raife, 

Hatred  her  friendfhip,  fpite  her  praife. 

Or  when  fome  all-refpefted  name. 
High-borne  upon  the  tide  of  Fame, 

In  Glory’s  pomp  refiftlefs  draws 
A  nation  breathlefs  in  applaufe  ; 
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The  Beldame  loud  exalts  her  voice. 

And  bids  a  gladden’d  world  rejoice; 

Yet  then  diflembling  Art  will  blend 
Th’  unwilling  cenfure  of  a  Friend  : 

Lavilh  in  praife  lhe  pours  her  foul, 

But  one  Exception  damns  the  whole. 

Behold  the  Fiend  all  pallid  Hand, 

A  pencil  trembling  in  her  hand  : 

See  Malice  mix  the  various  dies 
Of  fainter  truths  and  bolder  lies. 

The  deepening  gloom  thick  fpreads  around 
And  lowering  (hades  the  du(ky  ground. 
There  Sicknefs  blights  the  cheek  of  Health, 
And  Beggary  foils  the  robe  of  Wealth. 

Here,  Columns  moulder  in  decay  ; 

There,  Virtue  fets  with  dubious  ray. 

Now  heavenly  Beauty  fades,  and  now 
The  laurel  droops  on  V alour’s  brow. 

Around  the  Dsemon  throngs  her  race. 
The  weak,  the  bufy,  and  the  bafe  ; 

Eager  to  copy,  and  difperfe  : 

Hence' llanderous  Profe,  and  ribald  Verfe  J- 
The  heaps  that  crowd  Suilla’s  board. 

And  fwell  wife  Faulo’s  precious  hoard. 
There  Scandal  all  its  (lore  unloads. 

Ballads,  and  Epigrams,  and  Odes : 

Stern  Party  whets  her  blunted  knife. 

And  (labs  the  Hulband  thro’  the  Wife; 

While  Notes  hiftorically  fage 

Fill  the  broad  margin  of  each  Page ; 
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initials,  dailies  well  fupply’d. 

And  all  that  fear  or  fhame  would  hide ; 
Faithful  record  for  future  times 
To  harden  by  their  fathers’  crimes. 

No  Beldam  Bard  with  phrenzy  fir’d. 

No  prophetefs  by  hell  infpir’d, 

Creative  boafts  fo  rich  a  vein 
As  fwells  the  Beldame’s  teeming  brain. 
And  mocking  fludy,  wit,  and  fenfe, 

Flows  in  unletter’d  eloquence. 

Thus  beyond  Truth’s  contracted  line 
Invention’s  Univerfe  is  thine. 

Thine  every  tale  that  FiCtion  brings, 
Whether  fhe  foars  with  painted  wings. 

Or  plunges  in  the  depths  of  night 
For  horrid  deeds,  unknown  to  light. 

There  fho'uld  fhe  mark  fome  real  blot, 
Tho’  long  forgiv’n,  tho’  long  forgot ; 
God’s  cancell’d  Grace  her  rage  refumes. 
The  crime  rejudg’d,  the  man  fhe  dooms ; 
In  deeper  dyes  fhe  fpreads  the  ftain. 

And  pitying  Heaven  relents  in  vain. 

Fitly,  o’er  Libya’s  horrid  fand. 

The  javelin  arms  the  Huntfman’s  hand.  J 
Lo !  where  the  mangled  traveller  lies, 
Drawn  by  the  falfe  Hyasna’s  cries  ; 

And  dreadful  Balking  o’er  the  plain. 

The  Lion  fhakes  his  brindled  main. 

But  why  fhall  barbarous  Rage  invade 
The  tenant  of  yon  peaceful  fhade, 
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While  ifluing  with  the  morning’s  dawn, 

Playful  Ihe  prints  the  dewy  lawn  ? 

O  why  that  hoftile  pomp  prepare 
To  vex  the  timorous  harmlefs  hare? 

As  if  fome  monfter,  yet  untam’d. 

Single  a.hoft  of  Heroes  claim’d  : 

While  Echo  o’er  the  hills  refounds 
Horfemen,  and  fteeds,  and  horns,,  and  hounds. 

Such,  norlefs  eager  in  their  chace. 

Forth  fprings  die  clamorous  Beldame  race. 

Harfh  Chorus  of  difcordant  notes 

From  yelping  tongues  and  time-crack’d  throats  : 

Where  lewder  Youth  outftrips  the  wind, 

And  limping  Eighty  lags  behind  : 

Y'et  faithful  to  the  beaten  track 

The  fiow-pac’d  fluggard  hunts  the  pack. 

Meek  Virtue  to  the  covert  flies 
With  panting  heart  and  clouded  eyes. 

Ah!  fpare  the  gentle  coward’s  fears 
Who  only  an  Evers  with  her  tears  j 
And  trembles  at  imputed  fin 
Tho’  ali  be  innocence  within. 

But  Lions  to  their  fliaggy  breaft 
Shall  foftering  prefs  the  fearlefs  gueft  ; 

The  footh’d  Hysr.a  filed  a  tear 
O’er  proftrate  man,  with  foul  fincere 
The  Prieft  v  h  befit  a  ring  hand 
Awhile  fufpend  th’  uplifted  brand  ; 

Ere  Pity  melts  the  Beldame’s  eyes,,. 

Glutted  with  human  facrifice. 
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With  liquid  fire  the  goblet  crown’d. 

The  livid  tapers  gleaming  round. 

While  Wifdom,  Valour,  Beauty  deep, 

The  midnight  hags  their  fabbath  keep  : 

And  recent  from  impure  delights 
Fell  Hecat’  leads  th’  infernal-rites. 

O’er  her  wan  cheek  diffufely  fpread 
Fierce  glares  the  bright  Vermillion’s  red. 
The  borrow’d  hair  in  ringlets  flows 
Adown  her  neck  of  art-form’d  fnows ; 

While  baleful  drugs  in  vain  renew 
Departing  Beauty’s  faded  hue. 

Some  fpotlefs  name  their  rage  demands. 
The  name  rebellowing  thro’  the  bands ; 
Some  holy  Sage  of  fainted  life, 

A  Virgin  pure,  a  faithful  Wife. 

And  you,  whs  dauntlefs  dar’d  to  brave 
The  ruthlefs  foe  and  threatening  wave. 
Vainly  you  ’fcap’d  th’  unequal  fight ; 

Deep  yawns  the  gulph  of  deadlier  fpight ;  - 
There  plung’d — th’  infatiate  Beldames  roar. 
And  the  wide  ruin  gapes  for  more. 

Where  trees  their  mantling  foliage  fpread. 
And  rofes  bend  their  blooming  head. 

Ye,  Virgins,  tread  with  cautious  feet. 

And  cautious  pluck  the  tempting  fweet: 
There  lurks  the  fnake  with  fpeckled  creft. 
There  broods  the  toad  with  bloated  breaft  ; 
With  poifons  dire  the  reptiles  fill’d, 

From  Heaven’s  tranfparent  dews  diftill’d. 
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—But  O  !  more  wary  trace  the  maze, 

Where  Youth  in  frolic  paftime  plays : 

There  dread  the  fpight-fwoln  Beldame’s  wrath. 
Glancing  thro’  Pleafure’s  flowery  path. 

And  fubtle  drawing  foul  offence 
From  the  chafte  breath  of  innocence. 

Or  Ihould  the  tender  bofom  yield 
Tranfpierc’d  thro*  Honor’s  frailer  flrield ; 

O  Virtue  fmooth  thy  brow  auffere. 

Accept  the  penitential  tear  : 

Raife  the  fall’n  mourner  from  the  ground. 

And  pour  fweet  mercy  o’er  the  wound  j 
Nor  join  thefe  furies  in  their  chace, 

Nor  drive  her  ’midfl:  that  helliffi  race. 

Angels  fhall  hear  the  fuppliant’s  voice. 

And  Beldames  howl,  and  Heaven  rejoice. 

Let  the  obdurate  Stoic’s  pride 
Climb  the  ffeep  mountain’s  craggy  fide  j 
Where  far  remote  from  mortal  ken 
Virtue  ufurps  the  Tyger’s  den, 

And  fcowling  on  the  crowd  below 
Nor  feels,  nor  pities  human  woe. 

Let  holy  zeal,  with  frantic  mien. 

And  haggard  look  and  garb  obfcene, 

Sp  urn  every  gift  the  Heavens  difpenfe. 

And  pine  in  fullen  abftinence  ; 

Yet  drink  with  eager  ears  and  eyes 
The  tortur’d  wretches  agonies. 

Hence,  hell-born  Fiends!  nor  dare  bely 
The  Seraph  with  indulgent  eye : 


Whenci 
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Whence  Science  beams  eternal  day, 
Enlightening  millions  with  her  ray  ; 

Whence  Arts  their  genial  influence  fpread" 
O’er  fmiling  Nature’s  teeming  bed  ; 

Whence  Bounty  with  extended  hand 
Scatters  her  bleflTings  o’er  the  land  ; 

And  Love,  the  univerfal  foul, 

Pervades,  unites,  infpires  the  whole. 

So  Virtue  dwelt,  celeftial  gueft, 

O  Lonfdale !  in  thy  fpotlefs  breaft. 

Tho’  pure  as  Heaven  from  moral  ftain, 

Tho’  torn  with  unrelenting  pain, 

’Twas  thine  for  others  woes  to  melt. 

And  pardon  frailties  never  felt. 

While  Youth  thy  gayer  converfe- fought. 
And  Age  inftru&ed  heard  and  thought. 

And  thou,  my  Friend,  for  fuch  my  claim. 
And  fuch  my  beft,  my  deareft  Fame, 

Tho’  Time  with  Ihrivel’d  fingers  throws 
Thick  o’er  thy  head  unmingled  fnovvs. 

Still  in  that  eye  the  fpark  divine 
Shall  with  unfading  luftre  lhine  ; 

Still  flow  the  ftream  of  copious  fenfe 
Clear  as  in  Attic  eloquence. 

So  thro’  the  meadow’s  filver  bed. 

With  lilies  and  with  fnow-drops  fpread, 
Far-honour’d  Thames,  our  Britain’s  pride, 
Majeftic  rolls  his  cryftal  tide. 

Where  many  an  ancient  brook  diftils 
Its  wealth  in  tributary  rills. 
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And  in  the  happy  focial  hour 
Well  fav’d  from  ftate,  and  cares,  and  power. 
Long  may  I  come  a  welcome  guefl: 

To  (hare  the  treafures  of  that  bread. 

Where  Spleen  ne’er  rankled  at  the  heart. 

Nor  Malice  lodg’d  her  rully  dart. 


ODE  TO  THE  RIVER  EDEN. 


BY  DR.  J.  LANGHORNE. 

DElightful  Eden !  parent  dream, 

Yet  lhall  the  maids  of  Memory  fay, 
When,  led  by  Fancy’s  fairy  dream, 

My  young  fteps  trac’d  thy  winding  way  j 
How  oft  along  thy  mazy  ihore, 

Where  {lowly  wav’d  the  willows  hoar, 

In  penfive  thought  their  poet  ftray’d  j 
Or,  dozing  near  thy  meadow’d  fide. 

Beheld  thy  dimply  waters  glide. 

Bright  thro’  trembling  {hade. 

Yet  {hall  they  paint  thofe  fcenes  again, 

Where  once  with  infant-joy  he  play’d. 
And  bending  o’er  thy  liquid  plain. 

The  azure  worlds  below  furvey’d  : 


Led 
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Led  by  the  rofy-handed  hours, 

When  Time  tript  o’er  that  bank  of  flowers. 

Which  in  thy  cry/tal  bofom  fmil’d: 

Tho’  old  the  God,  yet  light  and  gay, 

He  flung  his  glafs,  his  fcythe  away, 

And  feem’d  himfelf,  a  child. 

• 

The  poplar  tall,  that  waving  near 

Would  whifper  to  thy  murmurs  free  ; 

Yet  ruftling  feems  to  foothe  mine  ear, 

And  trembles  when  I  figh  for  thee. 

Yet  feated  on  thy  /helving  brim, 

Can  Fancy  fee  the  Naiads  trim 

Burnifh  their  green  locks  in  the  fun  ; 

Or  at  the  laft  lone  hour  of  day. 

To  chace  the  lighty  glancing  jay. 

In  airy  circles  run. 

But,  Fancy,  can  thy  mimic  power 

Again  thofe  happy  moments  bring  ? 

Canft  thou  reftore  that  golden  hour, 

When  young  Joy  wav’d  his  laughing  wing  ? 

When  firft  in  Eden’s  rofy  vale. 

My  full  heart  pour’d  the  lover’s  tale, 

The  vow  fincere,  devoid  of  guile  ! 

While  Delia  in  her  panting  breaft. 

With  fighs,  the  tender  thought  fuppreft, 

And  look’d  as  angels  fmile, 

L  4  O  Goddefs 
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O  Goddefs  of  the  crvftal  brow, 

That  dwell’d:  the  golden  meads  among  ; 
Whole  dreams  frill  fair  in  memory  flow, 

<  Whofe  murmurs  melodize  my  fong  ! 

O!  yet  thofe  gleams  of  joy  difplay, 

Which  brightening  glow’d  in  Fancy’s  ray. 
When,  near  thy  lucid  urn  reclin’d. 

The  Dryad,  Nature,  bar’d  her  bread:. 

And  left,  in  naked  charms  imprdt. 

Her  image  on  my  mind. 

In  vain — the  maids  of  Memory  fair 
No  more  in  golden  viflons  play; 

No  friendlhip  fjnooths  the  brow  of  care. 

No  Delia’s  fmile  approves  my  lay. 

Yet,  love  and  friendljiip  lod  to  me, 
sTis  yet  feme  joy  to  chink  of ‘fee, 

And  in  thy  bread  this  moral  find ; 

That  life,  tho’  dain’d  with  forrow’s  Ihowers, 
$hal!  flew  ferei.e,  while  Virtue  pours 
Tier  funlhine  on  the  mind. 


Q 
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ON  THE  DUTCHESS  OF  MAZARIN’s  RETIRING 
INTO  A  CONVENT. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


YE  holy  cares  that  haunt  thefe  lonely  cells, 

Thefe  fcenes  where  falutary  fadnefs  dwells  j 
Ye  fighs  that  minute  the  flow  wafting  day, 

Ye  pale  regrets  that  wear  my  life  away ; 

O  bid  thefe  paflions  for  the  world  depart, 

Thefe  wild  deflres,  and  vanities  of  heart ! 

Hide  every  trace  of  vice,  of  follies  paft. 

And  yield  to  Heaven  the  viftory  at  laft. 

To  that  the  poor  remains  of  life  are  due, 

’Tis  Heaven  that  calls,  and  I  the  call  purfue. 

Lord  of  my  life,  my  future  cares  are  thine. 

My  love,  my  duty  greet  thy  holy  ftirine : 

No  more  my  heart  to  vainer  hopes  I  give. 

But  live  for  thee,  whofe  bounty  bids  me  live. 

The  power  that  gave  thefe  little  charms  their  grace. 
His  favours  bounded,  and  confin’d  their  fpace  ; 

Spite  of  thofe  charms  ftiall  time,  with  rude  eflay. 
Tear  from  the  cheek  the  Jranfient  rofe  away  ; 
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But  the  free  Mind,  ten  thoufand  ages  pad. 

Its  maker’s  form,  fhall  with  its  maker  lad. 

Uncertain  objects  dill  our  hopes  employ  ;  .  , 

Uncertain  all  that  bears  the  name  of  joy ! 

Of  all  that  feels  the  injuries  of  fate 
Uncertain  is  thefearch.  and  fhort  the  date  : 

Yet  ev’n  that  boon  what  thoufands  wifh  to  gains 
That  boon  of  Death,  the  fad  refource  of  pain ! 

Once  on  my  path  all  fortune’s  glory  fell. 

Her  vain  magnificence,  and  courtly  fwell  : 

Love  touch’d  my  foul  at  leall  with  foft  defires. 

And  Vanity  there  fed  her  meteor  fires. 

This  truth  at  lait  the  mighty  feenes  let  fall. 

An  hour  of  Innocence  was  worth  them  all. 

Lord  of  my  life!  O  let  thy  facred  ray 
Shine  o’er  my  heart,  and  break  its  clouds  away1. 
Deluding,  flattering,  faithlefs  world  adieu! 

Long  had  thou  taught  me  God  is  only  true. 

That  God  alone  I  truft,  alone  adore. 

No  more  deluded,  and  milled  no  more. 

Come,  facred  hour,  when  wavering  doubts  fhall  ceafi  ' 
Come,  holy  feenes  of  long  repofe  and  peace ! 

Yetfball  my  heart,  to  other  intereds  true, 

A  moment  balance  ’twixt  the  world  and  you  ? 

Of  penfive  nights,  of  long-reflefting  days, 

Be  yours,  at  lad,  the  triumph  and  the  praife  ! 

Great, 
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Great,  gracious  Mafter!  whofe  unbounded  fway. 
Felt  thro’  ten  thoufand  worlds,  thofe  worlds  obey. 
Wilt  thou  for  once  thy  awful  glories  fnade. 

And  deign  t’  efpoufe  the  creature  thou  haft  made  ? 
All  other  ties  indignant  I  difclaim, 

Dilhonour’d  thofe,  and  infamous  to  name ! 

O  fatal  ties,  for  which  fuch  tears  I’ve  Ihed, 

For  which  the  pleafures  of  the  world  lay  dead ! 

That  world’s  foft  pleafures  you  alone  difarm  ; 

That  world  without  you  ftill  might  have  its  charm. 
But  now  thofe  fccnes  of  tempting  hope  I  clofe, 

And  feek  the  peaceful  ftudies  of  Repofe  ; 

Look  on  the  paft  as  time  that  ftole  away, 

And  beg  the  bleftings  of  a  happier  day. 

Ye  gay  faloons,  ye  golden-vefted  halls, 

Scenes  of  high  treats,  and  heart-bewitching  balls ! 
Drefs,  figure,  fplendor,  charms  of  play,  farewel. 
And  all  the  toilet’s  fcience  to  excel  i 
Ev’n  Love,  that  ambulh’d  in  this  beauteous  hair. 
No  more  fhall  lie,  like  Indian  archers,  there. 

Go,  erring  Love  !  for  nobler  objefts  given  ! 

Go,  beauteous  hair,  a  facrifice  to  Heaven! 

Soon  fhall  the  veil  thefe  glowing  features  hide. 

At  once  the  period  of  their  power  and  pride! 

The  haplefs  lover  fhall  no  more  complain 
Of  vows  unheard,  or  unrewarded  pain  ; 

W-hile  calmly  fieep  in  each  untortur’d  breaft 
My  fecret  forrow,  and  his  fighs  profeft.  * 
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Go,  flattering  train  !  and,  flaves  to  me  no  more. 
With  the  fame  fighs  fome  happier  fair  adore  ! 

Your  alter’d  faith  I  blame  not,  nor  bewail — • 

And  haply  yet  (what  woman  is  not  frail?) 

Yet,  haply,  might  I  calmer  minutes  prove. 

If  he  that  lov’d  me  knew  no  other  love ! 

Yet  were  that  ardor,  which  his  breall  infpir’d* 

By  charms  of  more  than  mortal  beauty  fir’d. 

What  nobler  pride  !  could  I  to  Heaven  refign 
The  zeal,  the  fervice  that  I  boaued  mine! 

O  change  your  falfe  deflres,  ye  flattering  train! 
And  love  me  pious,  whom  ye  love  profane! 

Thefe  long  adieus  with  lovers  doom’d  to  go. 

Or  prove  their  merit,  or  my  weaknefs  fhew  ; 

But  Heaven,  to  fuch  foft  frailties  lefs  fevere. 

May  lpare  the  tribute  of  a  female  tear. 

May  yield  one  tender  moment  to  deplore 
Thofe  gentle  hearts  that  I  mufl  hold  no  mor?. 
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THE  TULIP  AND  MYRTLE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

TWAS  on  the  border  of  a  flreara 
A  gaily-painted  Tulip  flood. 

And,  gilded  by  the  morning  beam. 

Survey’d  her  beauties  in  the  floods 

And  fure,  more  lovely  to  behold. 

Might  nothing  meet  the  willful  eye^ 

Than  crimlon  fading  into  gold. 

In  flreaks  of  fairefl  fymmetry. 

The  beauteous  flower,  with  pride  elate. 

Ah  me!  that  Pride  with  Beauty  dwells? 

Vainly  affedls  fuperior  Hate, 

And  thus  in  empty  fancy  fwells-: 

*%  O  luftre  of  unrivall’d  bloom ! 

“  Fair  painting  of  a  hand  divine-, 

“  Superior  far  to  mortal  doom, 

“  The  hues  of  Heaven  alone  are  mine! 


“  Away, 
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st  Away,  ye  worthlefs,  formlefs  race ! 

“  Ye  weeds,  that  boall  the  name  of  flowers! 
8<  No  more  my  native  bed  difgrace, 

“  Unmeet  for  tribes  fo  mean  as  yours! 

{<  Shall  the  bright  daughter  of  the  fun 
“  AfTociate  with  the  fh rubs  of  earth? 

“  Ye  flaves,  your  fovereign’s  prefence  fhun! 

“  Refpeft  her  beauties  and  her  birth. 

s<  And  thou,  dull,  fullen  ever-green ! 

“  Shalt  thou  my  fhining  fphere  invade? 

51  My  noon-day  beauties  beam  unfeen, 

“  Obfcur’d  beneath  thy  dufky  fhade!” 

c‘  Deluded  flower!”  the  Myrtle  cries* 

“  Shall  we  thy  moment’s  bloom  adore  ? 

“  The  meaneft  fhrub  that  you  defpife, 

“  The  meaneit  flower  has  merit  more. 

tf  That  daify,  in  its  Ample  bloom, 

“  Shall  laft -along  the  changing  year; 

5‘  Blufh  on  the  fnovv  of  winter’s  gloom, 

And  bid  the  fmiling  fpring  appear. 

et  The  vioLt,  that,  thofe  banks  beneath* 

“  Hides  from  thy  fcorn  its  modeit  head, 
e<  Shall  fill  the  air  with  fragrant  breath, 

“  When  thou  art  in  thy  dully  bed. 


*«  Ev’n 
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s‘  Ev’n  I,  who  boali  no  golden  lhade, 

“  Am  of  no  firming  tints  pofieft. 

When  low  thy  lucid  form  is- laid, 

“  Shall  bloom  on  many  a  lovely  bread;. 

**■  A.nd  he,  whofe  kind  and  foilering  care 
To  thee,  to  m?,  our  beings  gave, 

**  Shall  near  his  b  ead:  my  flowrets  wear, 

“  And  walk  regardlels  o’er  thy  grave, 

w  Deluded  Rower  !  the  friendly  fereen 

“  That  hides  thee  from  the  noon-tide  ray,. 

“  And  mocks  thy  padion  to  be  feen, 

“  Prolongs  thy  traniitcry  day.  • 

f‘  But  kindly  deeds  with  fcorn  repaid,. 

“  No  more  by  Virtue  need  be  done  • 

“  I  now  withdraw  my  dufkv  fir  ad  e, 

“  And  yield  thee  to  thy  darling  fun,’>  - 

Fierce  on  the  flower  the  fcorching  beam' 

With  all  its  weight  of  glory,  fell ; 

The  flower  exulting  caught  the  gleam,- 
And  lent  its  leaves  a  bolder  fwell. 

Expanded  by  the  fearching  fire. 

The  curling  leaves  the  bread:  difclosM  ; 

The  mantling  bloom  was  painted  higher,' 

And  every  latent  charm  expos’d. 

But 
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But  when  the  fun  was  Aiding  low, 

.  And  evening  came  with  dews  fo  cold ; 
The  wanton  beauty  ceas’d  to  blow, 

And  fought  her  bending  leaves  to  fold. 

Thofe  leaves,  alas !  no  more  will  clofe  ; 

Relax’d,  exhaufted,  fickening,  pale ; 
They  left  her  to  a  parent’s  woes. 

And  fled  before  the  rifing  gale. 


V"" 
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RURAL  SIMPLICITY, 

AN  ODE; 


BY  THE  SAME, 

OThou,  whom  Love  and  Fancy  lead 
To  wander  near  this  woodland  hill. 
If  ever  muflc  footh’d  thy  quill. 

Or  pity  wak’d,  thy  gentle  reed, 

Repofe  beneath  my  humble  tree, 

'  If  thou  lov’ft  Simplicity. 


Stranger^ 


r 
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Stranger,  if  thy  lot  has  laid 

In  toilfome  fcenes  of  bufy  life, 

Full  forely  may ’ft  thou  fee  the  ftrife 
Of  weary  paffions  ill  repaid, 

In  a  garden  live  like  me, 

If  thou  lov’ft  Simplicity. 

Flowers  have  fprung  for  many  a  year 
O’er  the  village-maiden’s  grave, 

That,  one  memorial-fprig  to  fave. 

Bore  it  from  a  filter's  bier  ; 

And  homeward  walking,  wept  o’er  me 
The  true  tears  of  Simplicity.  * 

And  foon,  her  cottage-window  near. 

With  care  my  /lender  Item  lbe  plac’d, 
And  fondly  thus  her  Grief  embrac’d. 
And  cherifh’d  fad  Remembrance  dear  ; 

For  Love  fincere  and  Friendfhip  free 
Are  children  of  Simplicity. 

When  pall  was  many  a  painful  day, 

Slow-pacing  o’er  the  village-green 
In  white  were  all  its  maidens  feen. 
And  bore  my  guardian  friend  away. 

Ah,  Death!  whatfacrificetoth.ee 
The  ruins  of  Simplicity! 


Voi.  IV. 
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One  generous  Twain  her  heart  approv’d, 

A  youth,  whofe  fond  and  faithful  bread. 
With  many  an  artlefs  figh  confeft. 

In  Nature’s  language  that  he  lov’d  : 

But,  Stranger,  ’tis  no  tale  for  thee,. 
Unlefs  thou  lov’ft  Simplicity. 

He  died — and  foon  her  lip  was  cold. 

And  foon  her  rofy  lip  was  pale. 

The  village  wept  to  hear  the  tale 
When  for  both  the  flow  bell  toll’d — 

Beneath  yon  flowery  turf  they  lie. 

The  lovers  of  Simplicity.. 

Yet  one  boon  have  I  to  crave  ; 

Stranger,  if  thy  pity  bleed, 

Wilt  thou  do  one  tender  deed, 

And  firew  my  pale  flowers  o’er  their  grave? 
So  lightly  lie  the  turf  on  thee, 

Becaufe  thou  lov’ft  Simplicity  1 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN  ON  A  CHINESE  TEMPLE 

IN  MX.  SCOTT’S  GARDEN  AT  AMWELL. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


TO  feenes  where  Tafte  and  Genius  dwell. 
Unwillingly  we  bid  farewell : 
for  thefe,.  of  more  than  mortal  birth. 


Strangers  and  fojourners  on  earth. 
Have,  far  from  every  vulgar  road. 
At  Amwell  fix’d  their  fair  abode. 


WRITTEN  ON  ANOTHER  OPEN  TEMPLE 


UNDER  THE  WORDS  “  MIHI  ET  AMICIS.” 

BY  THE  SAME. 

TH  Y  friends  have  accefs  to  a  nobler  part. 

They  claim  the  open  Temple  of  thy  heart, 

O  may  no  fighs  from  that  calm  region  borne. 

Thy  (hade’s  foft  whifpers  turn  to  founds  forlorn, 

M2  F  ar. 
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Far,  far  be  thence  each  monument  of  pain. 

No  paintings  there  of  forrows  paft  remain! 

To  pleafe  by  Art,  by  Nature’s  charms  to  pleafe. 
The  firfr  great  objedt  is  a  mind  at  eafe. 

LINES 

OCCASIONED  BY  LORD  LYTLETOn’s  VERSES  TO  THE 
COUNTESS  OF  EG  RE  MONT. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

SWEET  Mufe  of  Hagley,  whofe  melodious  lyre 
To  ftrains  divine  the  Britilh  Petrarch  flrung. 

Wilt  thou  thy  long  revolted  bard  infpire. 

And  wake  loft  memory  to  the  lays  he  fung? 

Ah  no !  no  more  with  fighs  of  penfive  love, 

No  more  with  forrovv  fill  his  melting  ftrain! 

Elfe  other  woes  my  paflive  heart  would  prove. 

My  eyes  would  weep  with  Lytleton  again. 

But  (hould  he  now,  by  nobler  motives  fir’d. 

Unfold  the  riper  treafures  of  his  mind, 

And'tune  thofe  lays  which  love  and  grief  infpir’d. 

To  Truth  and  Freedom  may’ft  thou  ftill  be  kind. 


A  SON- 


(  i8i  ) 


A  SONNET 


MADE  ON  ISABELLA  MARKHAM  E,  WHEN  I  FIRSTE 
THOUGHT  HER  FAYER  AS  SHE  STOOD  AT  THE  PRIN- 
CESs’s  WINDOWE  IN  GOODLYE  ATTYRE,  AND  TAIK- 
EDE  TO  DYVERS  IN  THE  COURTE-YARD. 

From  a  MS.  of  JOHN  HARRINGTON,  dated  1554. 

W Hence  comes  my  love,  O  hearte,  difclofe, 

’Twas  from  cheeks  that  fhamed  the  rofe; 

From  lips  that  fpoyle  the  rubies  prayfe ; 

From  eyes  that  mock  the  diamond’s  blaze. 

Whence  comes  my  woe,  as  freely  owne. 

Ah  me  !  ’twas  from  a  hearte  lyke  ftone. 

The  blufhynge  cheek  fpeakes  model!  mynde. 

The  lipps  befitting  wordes  mofte  kyndc  $ 

The  eye  does  tempte  to  love’s  defyre. 

And  feems  to  fay,  ’tis  Cupid’s  fire ; 

Yet  all  fo  faire,  but  fpeak  my  moane, 

Syth  noughte  dothe  faye  the  heart  of  Hone. 

M  3  Why 
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Why  thus,  my  love,  fo  kynde  befpeake, 

Sweet  lyppe,  fweet  eye,  fweet  blufhynge  cheeke. 
Yet  not  a  hearte  to  fave  my  paine, 

O  Venus,  take  thy  giftes  againe, 

Make  not  fo  faire  to  caijfe  our  moane, 

Or  make  a  hearte  that’s  lyke  our  owne. 


\  y'\ 
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THE  HOSPITABLE  OAKE. 

B  Y - 


ERST  in  Arcadia’s  londe  much  prais’d  was  found, 
A  luftie  tree  far  rearing  t’vvard  the  Ikies, 

Sacred  to  Jove,  and  placed  on  high  ground, 

Beneath  vvhofe  fhade  did  gladfome  fheperds  hie. 

Met  plenteous  good,  and  oft  were  wont  to  lhunne 
Bleak  winter’s  drizzle,  fummer’s  parching  funne. 

Outftretch’d  in  all  the  luxurie  of  eafe 

They  pluck’d  rich  mifletoe  of  virtue  rare  ; 

Their  lippe  was  tempted  by  each  kindlie  breeze. 

That  wav’d  the  branch  to  proffer  acorns  fair ; 

While  out  the  hollow’d  root,  with  fweets  inlaide. 

The  murm’ring  bee  her  daincie  hoard  betrayde. 


The 
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The  fearlefs  bird  fafe  bofom’d  here  its  nefte. 

Its  fturdie  fide  did  brave  the  nipping  winde. 

Where  many  a  creeping  ewe  mought  gladlie  refte  ; 

Warme  comforte  here  to  all  and  every  kinde  ; 
Where  hnnge  the  leaf  well  fprint  with  honey  dew, 
Whence  dropt  thSir  cups,  the  gamboling  fairie  knew. 

But  ah!  in  lucklefs  day  what  mifchief  ’gan 
Midi!  fell  debate,  and  maddening  revelrie. 

When  tipfie  Bacchus  had  bewitched  Pan, 

For  fober  fwain  fo  thanklefs  ne’er  mought  be ; 
Tho5  pafiinge  ftrange— ’twas  bruited  all  arounde. 
This  goodlie  tree  did  lhadowe  too  much  grounde. 

With  much  defpight  they  aim  its  overthrow. 

And  forrie  jeiles  its  wonted  giftes  deride. 

How  fnaring  birdlimes  made  of  mifletoe ; 

Nor  truft  their  flocks  to  flielter  ’neath  its  fide ; 

It  drops  chill  venom  on  our  ewes,  they  cry, 

And  fubtle  ferpent  at  its  root  doth  lie. 

Eftfoons  the  axe  doth  rear  its  deadlie  blowe, 

Arounde  dothe  eccho  bear  each  labouringe  ftroke ; 
Now  to  the  grounde  its  loftie  head  doth  bowe. 

Then  angryt  Jove  aloud  in  thunder  fpoke. 

On  high  Olympus  next  mine  tree  I’ll  place,’ 
Heaven’s  ftill  unfcann’d  by  fich  ungrateful  race. 


M  4 
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TO  A  LOVER. 

b  y - . 


WHY  didft  thou  rafe  fuch  woeful  wayle. 
And  wafce  in  briny  tears  thyne  days ; 
Caufe  Ihee,  that  wont  to  flout  and  ray]. 

At  lafl:  gave  proof  of  woman’s  waies? 

Shee  did,  in  foothe,  difplay  the  hearte 
That  mought  have  wroughte  thee  greater  fmarte. 

Why  thank  her  then,  not  weepe  nor  mone. 

Let  others  guard  their  carelefs  hearte  ; 

And  praife  the  day  that  thus  made  knowne 
The  faithlefs  hold  on  woman’s  art. 

Their  lips  can  gloze  and  gain  fuche  roote. 

That  gentle  youthe  hathe  hope  of  fruite. 

But,  ere  the  bloflom  faire  dothe  rife. 

To  fhoot  its  fweetnefs  o’er  the  tafte, 

Creepeth  difdain  in  canker-wife. 

And  chilling  fcorne  the  fruite  dothe  blafle. 
There  is  no  hope  of  all  our  toyl, 

There  is  no  fruit  from  fuch  a  foil. 


(  i85  ) 

Give  o’er  thy  playnt,  the  danger’s  o’er, 
Shee  might  have  poyfon’d  all  thyne  lyfe  ; 
Such  wayward  mynde  had  bred  thee  more 
Of  forrowe,  had  {he  prov’d  a  wyfe. 
Leave  her  to  meet  all  hopelefs  meed. 

And  blefs  thyfelf  that  fo  art  freed. 

No  youthe  {hall  fue  fuche  one  to  winne. 
Unmark’d  by  all  the  lhyning  fair. 

Save  for  her  pride  and  fcorn,  fuch  finne 
As  hearts  of  love  can  never  bear; 

Like  leaflefs  plant  in  blafted  {hade. 

So  liveth  {hee  a  barren  mayde. 


THE  HERMITE’s  ADDRESSE  TO  YOUTHE, 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  SPRING-GARDEN  AT  BATH. 


SAY,  gentle  youthe,  that  tread’ll  untouch’d  with  care. 
Where  Nature  hath  fo  guerdon’d  Bathe’s  gay  fcene; 
Fedde  with  the  fonge  that  daunceth  in  the  aire  ; 

’Midft  fairell  wealthe  of  Flora’s  magazine  ; 

Hath  eye  or  eare  yet  founde,  thine  lleppes  to  blefl'e. 
That  gem  of  life  y-clep’d  true  happinefle. 


With 
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With  Beautie  relies  Ihe  not ;  nor  wooes  to  lights 
Her  hallow’d  taper  at  proud  Honour’s  flame  ; 

Nor  CirGe’s  cuppe  doth  crown  ;  nor  comes  in  flighte 
Upon  th’  Icarian  winge  of  bablinge  Fame  : 

Not  (brine  of  golde  dothe  this  fair  fainte  embower, 

She  glides  from  Heaven,  but  not  in  Danae’s  (bower. 

Go,  Bloflome,  wanton  in  fuche  joyous  aire. 

But  ah ! — oft  foone  thy  buxome  blaft  is  oer! 

When  the  (leek  pate  (hall  grow  far  ’bove  its  haire. 

Arid  creepinge  Age  (hall  reap  this  piteous  lore  ! 

To  broode  o’er  Follie,  and  with  me  confefle, 

”  Earth’s  flattering  dainties  prove  but  fweete  diftrefle.” 


The  Olde  Hermith. 


THE  FEMINEAD :  or  FEMALE  GENIUS. 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCLI. 

BY  JOHN  BUNCOMBE,  M.  A. 

SHall  lordly  man,  the  theme  of  every  lay, 

Ufurp  the  Mufe’s  tributary  bay  ? 

In  kingly  (late  on  Pindus’  fummit  (it, 

Tyrant  of  verfe,  and  arbiter  of  wit? 
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By  Salic  law  the  female  right  deny. 

And  view  their  genius  with  regardlefs  eye? 

Juftice  forbid!  and  every  mufe  infpire 
To  ling  the  glories  of  a  fifter-choir  I 
Rife,  rife,  bold  fwain  ;  and  to  the  liftening  grove 
Refound  the  praifes  of  the  fex  you  love; 

Tell  how,  adorn’d  with  every  charm,  they  Urine, 

In  mind  and  perfon  equally  divine. 

Till  man,  no  more  to  female  merit  blind. 

Admire  the  perfon,  but  adore  the  mind. 

To  thefe  weak  drains,  O  thou  !  the  fex’s  friend 
And  conftant  patron,  Richardfon!  attend: 

Thou,  who  fo  oft  with  pleas’d,  but  anxious  care. 

Hall  watch’d  the  dawning  genius  of  the  fair. 

With  wonted  fmiles  wilt  hear  thy  friend  difplay 
The  various  graces  of  the  female  lay; 

Studious  from  Folly’s  yoke  their  minds  to  free. 

And  aid  the  generous  caufe  efpous’d  by  thee. 

Long  o’er  the  world  did  Prejudice  maintain. 

By  founds  like  thefe,  her  undifputed  reign  : 

“  Woman!  lhe  cried,  to  thee,  indulgent  Heaven 
“  Has  all  the  charms  of  outward  beauty  given : 

“  Be  thine  the  boall,  unrival’d,  to  enflave 
“  The  great,  the  wife,  the  witty,  and  the  brave; 

“  Deck’d  with  the  Paphian  rofe’s  damalk  glow, 

“  And  the  vale-lily’s  vegetable  fnow, 

™  The  author  of  thofe  three  celebrated  works,  Pamela,  ClarKL,  and 
Sir  Charles  Grandifon. 
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“  Be  thine,  to  move  majeftic  in  the  dance, 

“  To  roll  the  eye,  and  aim  the  tender  glance, 

“  Or  touch  the  firings,  and  breath":  the  melting  long, 
“  Content  to  emulate  that  airy  throng, 

“  Who  to  the  fun  their  painted  plumes  difplay, 

“  And  gaily,  glitter  on  the  hawthorn  fpray, 

“  Or  wildly  warble  in  the  beechen  grove, 

“  Carelefs  of  aught  but  mufic,  joy,  and  love.” 

Heavens !  could  fuch  artful,  flavifh  founds  beguile 
The  free-born  fons  of  Britain’s  polilh’d  ille  ? 

Could  they,  like  fam’d  Ulyfies’  daftard  crew. 
Attentive  liflen,  and  enamour’d  view, 

Nor  drive  the  Syren  to  that  dreary  plain, 

In  loathfome  pomp,  where  ealtern  tyrants  reign  ; 
Where  each  fair  neck  the  yoke  of  flavery  galls. 
Clos’d  in  a  proud  feraglio’s  gloomy  walls. 

And  taught,  that  levell’d  with  the  brutal  kind. 

Nor  fcnfe,  nor  fouls  to  women  are  alhgn’d. 

OurBritilh  nymphs  with  happier  omens  rove. 

At  freedom’s  call,  thro’  wifdom’s  facred  grove. 

And,  as  with  lavilh  hand  each  filler  grace 
Shapes  the  fair  form,  and  regulates  the  face. 

Each  filler  n\pfe,  in  blifsful  union  join’d. 

Adorns,  improves,  and  beautifies  the  mind. 

Ev’n  now  fond  Fancy  in  our  polifh’d  land 
Alfembled  fhews  a  blooming,  lludious  band  : 

With  various  arts  our  reverence  they  engage. 

Some  turn  the  tuneful,  fome  the  moral  page  ; 
Thefe,  led  by  Contemplation,  foar  on  high. 

And  range  the  Heavens  with  philofophic  eye  ; 


While 


(  IS,  ) 

While  thofe,  furrounded  by  a  vocal  choir. 

The  canvas  tinge,  or  touch  the  warbling  lyre. 
Here,"  like  the  ftars’  mix’d  radiance,  they  unite 
To  dazzle  and  perplex  our  wandering  fight : 

The  mufe  each  charmer  fingly  fliall  furvcy. 

And  tune  to  each  her  tributary  lay. 

So  when,  in  blended  tints,  with  fweet  furprize 
AlTemblcd  beauties  ftrike  our  ravifh’d  eyes. 

Such  as  in  Lely’s  melting  colours  fliine, 

Or  fpring,  great  KnelLr !  from  a  hand  like  thine. 
On  all  with  pleafing  awe  at  once  we  gaze, 

And,  loft  in  wonder,  know  not  which  to  praife. 
But,  fingly  view’d,  each  nymph  delights  us  more, 
Difclofing  graces  unperceiv’d  before. 

Firft  let  the  mufe  with  generous  ardor  try 
To  chafe  the  milt  from  dark  opinion’s  eye: 

Nor  mean  we  here  to  blame  that  father’s  care. 

Who  guards  from  learned  wives  his  booby  heir. 
Since  oft  that  heir  with  prudence  has  been  known 
To  dread  a  genius  that  tranfcends  his  own: 

The  wife  themfelves  Ihould  with  difcretion  chufe. 
Since  letter’d  nymphs  their  knowledge  may  abufe. 
And  hulbands  oft  experience  to  their  coft 
The  prudent  houfewife  in  the  fcholar  loft: 

But  thofe  incur  deferv’d  contempt,  who  prize 
Their  own  high  talents,  and  their  fex  defpife. 
With  haughty  mien  each  focial  blit's  defeat. 

And  fully  all  their  learning  with  conceit  : 

Of  fuch  the  parent  juftly  warns  his  fon. 

And  fuch  the  mufe  herfelf  will  bid  him  fhun. 


But 
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But  lives  there  one,  whofe  unafluming  mind, 

Tho’  grac’d  by  nature,  and  by  art  refin’d, 

Pleas’d  with  domeltic  excellence,  can  fpare 
Some  hours  from  ftudious  eafe  to  focial  care. 

And  with  her  pen  that  time  alone  employs 
Which  others  vvafte  in  vifits,  cards,  and  noife  ; 

From  affectation  free,  tho’  deeply  read, 

“  With  wit  well  natur’d,  and  with  books  well  bred?’" 
With  fuch  (and  fuch  there  are)  each  happy  day 
Muft  fly  improving,  and  improv’d  away; 

Inconftancy  might  fix  and  fettle  there, 

And  wifdom’s  voice  approve  the  chofen  fair. 

Nor  need  we  now  from  our  own  Britain  rove, 

In  fearch  of  Genius,  to  the  Lefbian  grove, 

Tho’  Sappho  there  her  tuneful  lyre  has  fining, 

And  amorous  griefs  in  fwcetefl:  accent? fung. 

Since  here,  in  Charles’s  days,  amidfl  a  train 
Of  fhamelefs  bards,  licentious  and  profane, 

The  chafte  n  Prinda  rofe  ;  with  purer  light. 

Like  modeft  Cvnthia,  beamino-  thro’  the  nio-ht i 
Fair  Friendfhip’s  luftre,  undifguis’d  by  art. 

Glows  in  her  lines,  and  animates  her  heart ; 
Friendfhip,  that  jewel,  which,  tho’  all  confer- 
Its  peerlefs  value,  yet  how  few'  poflefs ! 

For  her  the  never-dying  myrtle  weaves 
A  verdant  chaplet  of  her  odorous  leaves ; 

a  Mrs.  Catherine  Philips  i  fbe  was  diflinguilhed  bv  tnaft  of  the  wits 
of  king  Charles’s  reign,  and  died  young.  Her  pieces  on  friendlhip  arc 
yarticularlv  admired. 
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If  Cowley’s  or  Rofcommon’s  fong  can  give 
Immortal  fame,  her  praife  fhall  ever  live. 

Who  can  unmov’d  hear  0  Winchelfea  reveal 
Thy  horrors,  Spleen!  which  all,  who  paint,  muft  feel? 
My  praifes  would  but  wrong  her  fterling  wit. 

Since  Pope  himfelf  applauds  whaf  Ihe  has  writ. 

But  fay,  what  matron  now  walks  mufing  forth 
From  the  bleak  mountains  of  her  native  North  ? 

While  round  her  brows  two  fillers  of  the  Nine 
Poetic  wreaths  with  philofophic  twine! 

Hail,  P  Cockburne,  hail !  ev’n  now  from  Reafon’s  bowers 
Thy  Locke  delighted  culls  the  choice!!  flowers 
To  deck  his  great,  fuccefsful  champion’s  head. 

And  Clarke  experts  thee  in  the  laurel  lhade. 

Tho’  long  to  dark,  oblivious  want  a  prey. 

Thy  aged  worth  pafs’d  unperceiv’d  away. 

Yet  Scotland  now  fhall  ever  boaft  thy  fame, 

While  England  mourns  thy  undiftinguifh’d  name. 

And  views  with  wonder,  in  a  female  mind, 

Philofopher,  divine,  and  poet  join’d ! 

The  model!  mufe  a  veil  with  pity  throws 
O’er  vice’s  friends,  and  virtue’s  female  foes ; 

*  Anne  counters  of  Winchelfea,  a  lady  of  great  wit  and  genius, 
wrote  (among  others)  a  poem,  much  admired,  on  the  Spleen,  and  ^ 
praifed  by  Mr.  Pope,  &c.  under  the  poetical  name  of  Ardelia. 

P  Mrs.  Catherine  Cockburne  was  the  wife  of  a  clergyman,  lived  ob- 
fcurely,  and  died  a  few  years  ago  in  an  advanced  age  in  Northumber¬ 
land  ;  her  works  on  dramatic,  philofophical,  and  facred  fubjects  have 
been  lately  celledtcd  by  the  learned  Dr.  Birch,  and  are  generally  ad? 
mired. 
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Abalh’d  die  views  the  bold  unblufhing  mien 
Of  modern  Manley,  Centlivre,  and  Behn  ; 

And  grieves  to  fee  one  nobly  born  difgrace 
Her  model!  fex,  and  her  illultrious.  race. 

Tho’  harmony  thro’  ail  their  numbers  flow’d, 

And  genuine  wit  its  every  grace  bellow’d. 

Nor  genuine  wit,  nor  harmony,  excufe 
The  dangerous  fallies  of  a  wanton  mufe  : 

Nor  can  fuch  tuneful,  but  immoral,  lays 
,  Expeft  the  tribute  of  impartial  praife  : 

As  foon  might  r  Philips,  Pilkington,  and  V - 

Deferv’d  applaufe  for  fpotlefs  virtue  gain. 

But  hark  !  what  s  nymph,  in  Frome’s  embroider’d  vale, 
With  ftrains  feraphic  fwells  the  vernal  gale? 

With  what  fweet  founds  the  bordering  forell  rings  ? 

For  fportive  Echo  catches,  as  Ihe  fmgs. 

Each  falling  accent,  ftudious  to  prolong 
The  warbled  notes  of  Rowe’s  ecllatic  fong. 

Old  Avon  pleas’d  his  reedy  forehead  rears, 

And  poliflt’d  Orrery  delighted  hears. 

See  with  what  tranfport  Ihe  reflgns  her  breath. 

Snatch’d  by  a  fudden,  but  a  wilh’d-for  death! 

q  The  firft  of  thefe  wrote  the  fcandalous  memoirs  called  Atalantis, 
and  the  other  two  are  notorious  for  the  indecency  of  their  plays. 

r  Thefe  three  ladies  have  endeavoured  to  immortalize  their  ihame  by 
w  ritin-  their  own  memoirs. 

s  The  character  of  Mrs.  Rowe  and  her  writings  is  too  well  known 
to  be  dwelt  on  here.  It  may  be  fufficient  to  fay,  that  without  any  pre¬ 
vious  ilinefs  Ihe  met  at  lall  with  that  fudden  death  for  which  Ihe  had 
always  vvilhed. 
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Releas’d  from  earth,  with  fmiles  (he  foars  on  high 
Amidd  her  kindred  fpirits  of  the  iky, 

Where  faith  and  love  thofe  endlefs  joys  bedow. 

That  warm’d  her  lays,  and  fill’d  her  hopes  below. 

Nor  can  her  noble  1  friend  efcape  unfeen. 

Or  from  the  mufe  her  moded  virtues  fcreen  ; 

Here,  fweetly  blended,  to  our  wondering  eyes. 

The  peerefs,  poetefs,  and  Chriflian  rife  : 

And  tho’  the  Nine  her  tuneful  drains  infpire, 

We  lefs  her  genius,  than  her  heart,  admire, 

Pleas’d,  ’midil  the  great,  one  truly  good  to  fee, 

And  proud  to  tell  that  Sonierfet  is  ihe. 

By  generous  views  one  “  peerefs  more  demands 
A  grateful  tribute  from  all  female  hands  ; 

One,  who  to  fhield  them  from  the  word  of  foes. 

In  their  jud  caufe  dar’d  Pope  himfelf  oppofe. 

Their  own  dark  forms  deceit  and  envy  wear. 

By  Irwin  touch’d  with  w  truth’s  celedial  fpear; 

By  her  difarm’d,  ye  witlings !  now  give  o’er 
Your  empty  fneers,  and  drock  the  fex  no  more. 

1  Frances,  Countefs  of  Hertford,  and  afterwards  dutchefs  dowager  of 
Somerfet,  Mrs.  Rowe’s  illuftrious  friend,  lamented  her  death  in  fome 
verfes  prefixed  to  her  poems,  and  was  author  of  the  letters  in  bei  col- 
leftion  figned  Cleora. 

u  Anne,  vifeountefs  Irwin,  and  aunt  to  the  prefent  earl  of  Carlifie  : 
this  lady,  in  a  poetical  epiftle  tQ  Mr.  Pope,  has  refeued  her  fex’s  caufe 
from  the  afperfions  call  on  them  by  that  fatyrift  in  his  efiay  on  the  cha- 
rafters  of  women, 

w  See  Milton,  book  iv.  ver.  8n. 
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Thus  bold  Camilla,  when  the  Trojan  chief 
Attack’d  her  country,  flew  to  its  relief ; 

Beneath  her  lance  the  braved  warriors  bled, 

And  fear  difmay’d  the  hoft  which  great  aEneas  led. 

But  ah!  why  heaves  my  bread  this  penfive  figli? 
Why  darts  this  tear  unbidden  from  my  eye  ? 

What  bread  from  fighs,  what  eye  from  tears  refrains. 
When,  fweetiy-mournful,  haplefs  x  Wright  complains  ? 
And  who  but  grieves  co  fee  her  generous  mind. 

For  nobler  views  and  worthier  guefis  delign’d. 

Admit  the  hateful  form  of  black  defpair. 

Wan  with  the  gloom  of  fuperftitious  care  ? 

In  pity-moving  lays,  with  earned;  cries. 

She  call’d  on  Heaven  to  ciofe  her  weary  eyes. 

And,  long  on  earth  by  heart-felt  woes  oppreft, 

Was  borne  by  friendly  death  to  welcome  reft. 

£n  nervous  drains,  lo !  ?  Madan’s  polilh’d  tafte 
Has  poetry’s  fucceffive  prog-efs  trac’d. 

From  antient  Greece,  w:  re  firft  £he  fix’d  her  reign, 
To  Italy,  and  Britain’s  happier  plain. 

Praife  well-beftow’d  adorns  her  glowing  lines, 

And  manly  ftrength  with  female  foftnefs  joins. 

So  female  charms  and  manly  virtues  grace. 

By  her  example  form’d,  her  blooming  race, 

*  Mrs,  Wright,  filter  to  the  famous  Wefleys,  has  published  fome 
pieces,'  which,  the’  of  a  melancholy  caft,  are  written  in  the  genuine 
Spirit  of  poetry. 

?  Mrs.  Marlin  Is  author  of  a  poem  called  the  Progref?  of  Poetry, 
wherein  the  characters  of  the  beft  Grecian,  Roman,  and  Englifh 
poets  are  juftly  and  elegantly  drawn. 
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And,  fram’d  alike  to  pleafe  our  ears  and  eyes. 

There  new  Cornelias  and  new  Gracchi  rife. 

O  that  you  now,  with  genius  at  command. 

Would  fnatch  the  penc  1  from  my  artlefs  hand, 

And  give  your  fex’s  portraits,  bold  and  true. 

In  colours  worthy  of  themfelves  and  you ! 

Now  in  ecdatic  vifions  let  me  rove, 

By  Cynthia’s  beams,  thro’  Brackley’s  glimmering  grove, 
Where  dill  each  night,  by  dartled  Ihepherds  feen. 
Young  z  LeapOr’s  form  flies  lhadowy  o’er  the  green. 
Thofe  envied  honours  nature  lov’d  to  pay 
The  briar-bound  turf,  where  erd  her  Shakefpear  lay. 
Now  on  her  darling  Mira  die  beflows ; 

There  o’er  the  hallow’d  ground  die  fondly  drows 
The  choiced  fragrance  of  the  breathing  fpring, 

And  bids  each  year  her  favourite  linnet  lino-. 

Let  cloider’d  pedants,  in  an  endlefs  round. 

Tread  the  dull  mazes  of  fcholadic  ground  ; 

Brackley  unenvying  views  the  glittering  train 
Of  learning’s  ufelefs  trappings  idly  vain  ; 

For,  fpite  of  all  that  vaunted  learning’s  aid, 

1'heir  fame  is  rivall’d  by  her  rural  maid. 

So,  while  in  our  Britannia’s  beechen  fprays 
Sweet  Philomela  trills  her  mellow  lays, 

z  Mrs.  Leapor,  daughter  to  a  Northamptonfliire  gardener-,  has  lately 
convinced  the  world  of  the  force  of  unalfifted  nature,  by  imitating  and 
equalling  fome  of  our  mod  approved  poets,  by  the  ftrength  of  her  parts, 
and  the  vivacity  of  her  genius. 
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We  to  die  natives  of  the  fultry  line 
Their  beaded  race  of  parrots  pleas’d  refign  : 

For  tho’  on  citron  boughs  they  proudly  glow 
With  all  the  colours  of  the  watery  bow. 

Yet  thro’  the  grove  harlh  difcord  they  prolong, 

Tho’  rich  in  gaudy  plumage,  poor  in  fong. 

Now  bear  me,  Clio,  to  that  Kentilh  ftrand, 

Whole  rude  o’erhanging  cliffs  and  barren  fand 
May  challenge  all  the  myrtle-blooming  bowers 
Of  fam’d  Italia,  when,  at  evening  hours. 

Thy  own  2  Eliza  mufes  on  the  fhore. 

Serene,  tho’  billows  beat,  and  tempeds  roar. 

Hail,  Carter,  hail!  your  favourite  name  infpires 
My  raptur’d  bread;  with  fympathetic  fires ; 

Ev’n  now  I  fee  your  lov’d  Ilyffus  lead 
His  mazy  current  thro’  th’ Athenian  meadj 
With  ou  I  pierce  thro’  academic  fhades. 

And  join  in  Attic  bowers  th’  Aonian  maids  ; 

Eeneath  the  fpreading  plane  with  Plato  rove, 

And  hear  his  morals  echo  thro’  the  grove. 

Joy  fparkles  in  the  fage’s  looks,  to  find 
His  genius  glowing  in  a  female  mind  ; 

Newton  admiring  fees  your  fearching  eye 
Dart  thro’  his  mydic  page,  and  range  the  fkv  ; 

2  Mrs.  Eliza  Carter  of  Deal,  well  known  to  the  learned  world  for 
her  late  tranflation  of  Epiftctus,  has  tranflated,  from  the  Italian,  Alga- 
rotti’s  dialogues  on  light  and  colours ;  and  lately  publifhed  a  fmall  col¬ 
lection  of  elegant  poems. 
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By  you  his  colours  to  your  fex  are  fhown, 

And  Algarotti’s  name  to  Britain  known. 

While,  undilturb’d  by  pride,  you  calmly  tread 
Thro’  life’s  perplexing  paths,  by  wifdom  led  ; 

And,  taught  by  her,  your  grateful  mufe  repays 
Her  heavenly  teacher  in  nofturnal  lays. 

So  when  Prometheus  from  th’  Almighty  Sire, 

As  lings  the  fable,  Hole  celellial  fire, 

Swift  thro’  the  clay  the  vital  current  ran, 

In  look,  in  form,  in  fpeech  refembling  man  ; 

But  in  each  eye  a  living  luftre  glow’d, 

That  fpoke  the  heavenly  fource  from  whence  it  flow’d. 

“  What  magic  powers  in  b  Celia’s  numbers  dwell, 

“  Which  thus  th’  unpra&is’d  bread  with  ardor  fwell 
“  To  emulate  her  praife,  and  tune  that  lyre 
l(  Which  yet  no  bard  was  able  to  infpire ! 

“  With  tears  her  fufFering  Virgin  we  attend. 

And  fympathize  with  father,  lover,  friend! 

“  What  facred  rapture  in  our  boforn  glows, 

“  When  at  the  fhrine  fhe  offers  up  her  vows! 

“  Mild  majefty  and  virtue’s  awful  power 
“  Adorn  her  fall,  and  grace  her  lateft  hour.” 

Tranfport  me  now  to  thofe  embroider’d  meads. 

Where  the  flow  Ouze  his  lazy  current  leads ; 

There,  while  the  flream  foft-dimpling  fteals  along. 

And  from  the  groves  the  green-hair’d  Dryads  throng, 

b  We  could  not  here,  with  juftice,  with-hold  our  tribute  of  praife 
from  Mrs.  Brooke,  author  of  the  tragedy  of  Virginia. 
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Clio  herfelf,  or  c  Ferrar  tunes  a  lay, 

Sweet  as  the  darkling  Philomel  of  May. 

Halle,  hade,  ye  Nine,  and  hear  a  filler  fing 
The  charms  of  Cynthia,  and  the  joys  of  fpring  : 

See!  night’s  pale  godded  with  a  grateful  beam 
Paints  her  lov’d  image  in  the  lhadowy  llream. 

While,  round  his  votary,  fpring  profufely  Ihowers 
(e  A  fnow  of  blolfcms,  and  a  wild  of  dowers.” 

O  happy  nymph,  tho’  winter  o’er  thy  head, 

Blind  to  that  form,  the  fnow  of  age  lhall  Ihed; 

Tho’  life’s  ihort  fpring  and  beauty’s  blolfoms  fade. 

Still  lhail  thy  reafon  flourilh  undecay’d  ; 

Time,  tho’  he  deals  thp  rofeate  hloom  of  youth. 

Shall  fpare  the  charms  of  virtue  and  of  truth. 

And  on  thy  mind  new  charms,  new  bloom  bedow, 
Wifdom’s  bed  friend,  and  only  beauty’s  foe. 

Nor  lhall  thy  much-lov’d  d  Pennington  remain 
Unfung,  unhonour’d  in  my  votive  drain. 

See  where  the  foft  enchantrefs,  wandering  o’er 
The  fairy  ground  that  Philips  trod  before, 

Exalts  her  chymic  wand,  and  fwift  behold 
The  bafed  metals  ripen  into  gold  : 

Beneath  her  magic  touch,  with  wondering  eye, 

We  view  vile  copper  with  pure  derling  vie  ; 

Nor  lhall  the  farthing,  fung  by  her,  forbear 
To  claim  the  praifes  of  the  fmiling  fair  ; 

•'  This  lady  has  written  two  beautiful  odes  to  Cynthia  and  the  Spring, 
d  Mrs.  Pennington  has  happily  imitated  Mr.  Philips’s  Splendid  Shil¬ 
ling,  in  a  burleftjue  poem  called  The  Copper  Farthing. 


Till 


C  199  ) 

Till  chuck  and  marble  fhall  no  more  employ 
The  thoughtlefs  leifure  of  the  truant  boy. 

Returning  now  to  Thames’s  flowery  fide. 

See  how  his  waves  in  Hill  attention  glide! 

And,  hark!  what  fongftrefs  fhakes  her  warbling  throat  ? 
Is  it  the  nightingale,  or  e  Delia’s  note  ? 

The  balmy  zephyrs,  hovering  o’er  the  fair. 

On  their  Toff  wings  the  vocal  accents  bear ; 

Thro’  Sunbury’s  low  vale  the  ftrains  rebound, 

Ev’n  neighbouring  Chertfey  hears  the  chearful  found. 
And  wondering  fees  her  Cowley’s  laurel’d  (hade 
Tranfported  liften  to  the  tuneful  maid. 

O  may  thofe  nymphs,  whofe  pleafing  power  (he  flngs. 
Still  o’er  their  f:y pliant  wave  their  foftering  wings! 

O  long  may  Health  and  foft-ey’d  Peace  impart 
Bloom  to  her  cheek,  and  rapture  to  her  heart! 

Beneath  her  roof  the  red-breaft  fhall  prolong, 

XJnchill’d  by  frofts,  his  tributary  fong  ; 

For  her  the  lark  fhall  wake  the  dappled  morn, 

And  linnet  twitter  from  the  bloflbm’d  thorn. 

Sing  on,  fweet  maid!  thy  Spenfer  fmiles  to  fee 
Kind  Fancy  fhed  her  choicell  gifts  on  thee. 

And  bids  his  Edwards,  on  the  laurel  fpray 
That  fhades  his  tomb,  infcribe  thy  rural  lay. 

e  This  lady  has  written  odes  to  Peace,  Health,  and  the  Robin  Red*- 
fereaft,  which  are  here  alluded  to  ;  and  fhe  has  been  celebrated  in  a 
fonnetby  Mr.  Edwards,  author  of  the  Canons  of  Criticifm. 
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With  lovely  mien  f  Eugenia  notv  appears. 

The  mule’s  pupil  from  her  tendeieft  years  ; 

Improving  talks  her  peaceful  hours  beguile. 

The  lifter  arts  on  all  her  labours  fmiie. 

And  while  the  Nine  their  votary  inlpire, 

“  One  dips  the  pencil,  and  one  firings  the  lyre.” 

O  may  her  life’s  clear  current  fmcothly  glide. 

Unruffled  by  misfortune’s  boifterous  tide! 

So  while  the  charmer  leads  her  blamelefs  days 
With  that  content  which  Ihe  fo  well  difplays, 

Her  own  Honoria  we  in  her  lhall  view. 

And  think  her  allegoric  vifion  true. 

Thus  wandering  wild  among  the  golden  grain 
That  fruitful  floats  onBanfted’s  airy  plain, 

Carelefs  I  fung,  while  lummer’s  weftern  gale 
Breath’d  health  and  fragrance  thro’  the  dulky  vale  ; 
When  from  a  neighbouring  hawthorn,  in  whofe  lhade 
Conceal’d  lhe  lay,  up-rofe  th’  Aonian  maid  : 

Fleas’d  had  (he  liften’d ;  and,  with  fmiles,  lhe  cried, 

“  Ceafe,  friendly  fvvain!  be  this  thy  praife  and  pride, 

“  That  thou,  of  all  the  numerous  tuneful  throng, 

“  Firft  in  our  caufe  haft  fram’d  thy  generous  fong, 

“  And  ye,  our  After  choir  !  proceed  to  tread 
“  The  flowery  paths  of  fame,  by  fcience  led! 

“  Employ  by  turns  the  needle  and  the  pen, 

“  And  in  their  favourite  ftudies  rival  men! 

f  This  lady  has  fuccefsfully  applied  hcrfclf  to  the  fifter  arts  of  draw¬ 
ing  and  poetry,  and  has  written  an  ingenious  allegory,  wherein  two 
pilgrims,  Fidelio  and  Honoria,  after  a  fruitlefs  fearch  for  the  palace  of 
Happinefs,  are  at  laft  conducted  to  the  houfe  of  Content. 
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**  May  all  our  fcx  your  glorious  track  purfue, 

“  And  keep  your  bright  example  Hill  in  view  ! 

“  Thefe  lafting  beauties  will  in  youth  engage, 

“  And  fmooth  the  wrinkles  of  declining  age, 

“  Secure  to  bloom,  unconfcious  of  decay, 

“  When  all  Corinna’s  rofes  fade  away. 

“  For  ev’n  when  love’s  fhort  triumph  fhall  be  o’er, 

“  When  youth  fhall  pleafe,  and  beauty  charm  no  more, 
“  When  man  fhall  ceafe  to  flatter;  when  the  eye 
“  Shall  ceafe  to  fparkle,  and  the  heart  to  figh, 

“  In  that  dread  hour,  when  parent  dull  fhall  claim 
* ‘  The  lifelefs  tribute  of  each  kindred  frame, 

“  Ev’n  then  fhall  wifdom  for  her  chofen  fair 
“  The  fragrant  wreaths  of  virtuous  fame  prepare  ; 

“  Thofe  wreaths  which  flourifh  in  a  happier  clime, 
ft  Beyond  the  reach  of  envy  and  of  time  ; 

“  While  here,  th’  immortalizing  mufe  fhall  fave 
“  Your  darling  names  from  dark  Oblivion’s  grave; 

“  Thofe  names  the  praife  and  wonder  fhall  engage 
“  Of  every  polifh’d,  wife,  and  virtuous  age; 

“  To  latefl  times  our  annals  fhall  adorn, 

“  And  fave  from  folly  thoufands  yet  unborn.” 
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ODE  TO  THE  El  ON.  JOHN  YORK. 


IMITATED  FROM  HORACE,  BOOK  II.  ODE  XVI, 

BY  THE  SAM  E. 


FOR  quiet,  on  Newmarket’s  plain. 

The  Ihivering  curate  prays  in  vain. 
When  wintery  fhovvers  are  falling, 

.And  humbling  heed,  and  whirling  wind, 
Quite  banifh  from  his  anxious  mind 
The  duties  of  his  calling. 

With  thoughts  engrofs’d  by  routs  and  plays. 
The  gallant  foph  for  quiet  prays. 

Confuted  and  confuting  ; 

And  quiet  is  alike  defir’d 
Ev’n  by  the  king’s  profehbr,  tir’d 
With  wrangling  and  difputing. 

In  crowded  fenate,  on  the  chair 
Of  onr  vice-chancellor  fits  Care, 

Undaunted  by  the  Mace  3 
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pare  climbs  the  yatcht,  when  adverfe  gales 
Detain  or  tear  our  patron’s  fails. 

And  ruffles  ev’n  his  Grace. 

How  bleft  is  he  whofe  annual  toil 
With  well-rang’d  trees  improves  a  foil 
.For  ages  yet  unborn  ! 

Such  as  at  humble  s  Barley,  plann’d 
By  mitred  Herring  s  youthful  hand. 

The  cultur’d  glebe  adorn. 

From  place  to  place  we  flill  purfue' 

Content,  and  hope  in  each  to  view 
The  vifionary  guell ; 

Vainly  we  fly  intruding  care, 

Not  all,  like  you,  the  joys  can  (hare 
Of  Wimple  and  of  Wreft. 

Then  let  us  fnatch,  while  in  our  power. 

The  prefent  tranfitory  hour, 

And  leave  to  Heaven  the  morrow ; 

Youth  has  its  griefs  ;  a  friend  may  die. 

Or  nymph  deceive  ;  for  none  can  fly 
The  giant  hand  of  forrow. 

8  Dr.  Herring,  late  lord  archbilhop  of  Canterbury,  was  fome  time 
rcftor  of  Bailey,  a  village  near  Barkway  in  Hertfordlhire. 


His 
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His  country’s  hope,  and  parent’s  pride. 

In  bloom  of  life  young  Blandford  died  : 

His  godlike  father’s  eyes 
Were  dimm’d  with  age  and  helplefs  tears  ; 
And  Heaven  to  me  may  grant  the  years 
Which  it  to  you  denies. 

Your  rifing  virtues  foon  will  claim 
A  portion  of  your  brother’s  fame  ; 

And  catch  congenial  fire;.. 

They  fhine  in  embaffy  and  war. 

They  grace  the  fenate  and  the  bar, 

And  emulate  their  fire. 

Invefted  with  the  facred  gown. 

You  foon,  to  rival  their  renown. 

The  glorious  talk  lhall  join  ; 

And  while  they  guard  Britannia’s  laws. 
You,  Heady  to  Religion’s  caufe. 

Shall  guard  the  laws  divine. 


SOLI- 
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SOLITUDE.  A  SONG. 


to  lady  Coventry’s  minuet. 
BY  DR.  COTTON. 

SWEET  companion  of  the  mufe! 

Gentle  Solitude!  appear, 

All  thy  calm  content  infufe, 

Soften  anguifh,  banifhcare: 

Lead  me,  O  majeftic  queen ! 

Thro’  the  aromatic  fcene  : 

Nature’s  copied  here  by  art, 

Joyful  we  the  fraud  confefs. 

Yet  fo  well  performs  her  part, 

’Tis  but  Nature’s  better  drefs : 
Solitude  here  fix  my  feat. 

Here  in  Cowley’s  foft  retreat. 

Lay  me  in  the  filent  mead. 

Where  the  murmuring  river  flows. 
Where  the  elm  expands  the  (hade, 

And  each  rifing  beauty  blows : 

There  I’ll  fay,  in  peace  of  mind, 

“  Empty  greatnefs  fall  behind.”' 


Teach 
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T edch  thy  votary  all  the  powers 
Of  each  plant, .  and  every  tree. 
Tell  how  lliort- liv’d  are  the  flowers* 
Bring  the  moral  home  to  me, 

Bid  me  fleeting  life  defpife. 

Make  me  humble,  make  me  wife. 

Pride  within  my  lowly  cell 
Never  yet  up -rear’d  her  head* 
Solitude,  with  thee  I’ll  dwell ! 

Pride  with  me  is  long  fince  dead  2 
Cold  toPleafure,  deaf  to  Praife, 
Here  I  wifh  to  end  my  days. 


TO  THE  MEMORY 
of  the  late  duice  of  bridgewater* 

MDCCX1VIII, 


E  Y  T  II  E  SAM  E. 

PAtient  to  hear,  and  bounteous  to  bellow* 
A  mind  1  melted  at  another’s  woe  j 
Studious  to  pO  d  ■  .if- approving  part. 
That  midnight  xnulic  of  the  hen  eft  heart ; 


Theft 
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Thefe  filent  joys  th’  iiluftrious  youth  poffsli. 
This  cloudlefs  funfliine  of  th’  unfullied  breall : 
From  pride  of  peerage,  and  from  folly  free  5 
Life’s  early  morn  fair  Virtue  gave  to  thee* 
The  tear  no  longer  Hole  from  Sorrow’s  eye. 
And  Poverty  rejoic’d,  when  he  was  nigh  ; 
Like  Titus,  knew  the  value  of  a  day. 

And  Want  went  fmiling  from  his  gates  away. 
Titles  and  rank  are  borrow’d  from  the  throne  : 
Thefe  honours,  Egerton,  were  all  thy  own. 


THE  AFRICAN  PRINCE, 


NOW  IN  ENGLAND,  TO  ZARA  AT  HIS  FATHER’S  COURT.. 
WRITTEN  IN  THE  TEAR  MDCCXI.IX. 

BY  DR.  DODD. 

PRINCES,  my  fair,  unfortunately  great, 

Born  to  the  pompous  vafl'alage  of  date. 

Whene’er  the  public  calls,  are  doom’d  to  fly 
Domeftic  blifs,  and  break  the  private  tie. 

Fame  pays  with  empty  breath  the  toils  they  bear, 

And  love’s  foft  joys  are  chang’d  for  gloi'ious  care ; 


Yet 


(  208  ) 

Vet  confeious  -v  irtue,  in  the  fi lent  hour. 

Rewards  the  hero  with  a  noble  dower. 

For  this  alone  I  dar’d  the  roaring  fea, 

Yet  more,  for  this  I  dar’d  to  part  with  thee. 

But  while  my  bofom  feels  the  nobler  flame. 

Still  unreprov’d,  it  owns  thy  gentler  claim. 

Tho’  virtue’s  awful  form  my  foul  approves, 

’Tis  thine*  thine  only,  Zara,  that  it  loves. 

A  private  lot  had  made  the  claim  but  one. 

The  prince  alone  muft  love,  for  virtue,  Ihun. 

Ah  !  why  diftinguith’d  from  the  happier  crowd, 

To  me  the  blifs  of  millions  difallow’d  ? 

Why  was  I  Angled  for  imperial  fway, 

Since  love  and  duty  point  a  different  way? 

Fix’d  the  dread  voyage,  and  the  day  decreed. 

When,  duty’s  vidlim,  love  was  doom’d  to  bleed, 

Too  well  my  memory  can  thefe  fcenes  renew. 

We  met  to  flgh,  to  weep  our  lafl  adieu. 

That  confcious  palm,  beneath  whofe  towering  Ihade 
So  oft  our  vows  of  mutual  love  were  made ; 

Where  hope  fo  oft  anticipated  joy. 

And  plann’d  of  future  years  the  bell  employ; 

That  palm  was  witnefs  to  the  tears  we  Ihed, 

When  that  fond  hope,  and  all  thofe  joys  were  fled. 

Thy  trembling  lips,  with  trembling  lips,  I  prelt. 

And  held  thee  panting  to  my  panting  breaft. 

Our  forrow,  grown  too  mighty  to  fullain, 

Now  fnatch’d  us,  fainting,  from  the  fenfe  of  pain. 
Together  An  king  in  the  trance  divine, 

I  caught  thy  fleeting  foul,  and  gave  thee  mine! 

O  ! 
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O!  blefl:  oblivion  of  tormenting  care! 

O!  why  recall’d  to  life  and  to  defpair? 

The  dreadful  fummons  came,  to  part - and  why? 

Why  not  the  kinder  fummons  but  to  die? 

To  die  together  were  to  part  no  more, 

To  land  in  fafety  on  fome  peaceful  Ihore, 

Where  love’s  the  bufinefs  of  immortal  life, 

And  happy  fpirits  only  guefs  at  ftrife. 

“  If  in  fome  diftant  land  my  prince  fhould  find 
“  Some  nymph  more  fair,  you  cried,  as  Zara  kind”-- 
Myfterious  doubt!  which  could  at  once  impart  ' 
Relief  to  mine,  and  anguiih  to  thy  heart. 

Still  let  me  triumph  in  the  fear  exprelt, 

The  voice  of  love  that  whifper’d  in  thy  break; 

Nor  call  me  cruel,  for  my  truth  fnall  prove 
’Twas  but  the  vain  anxiety  of  love. 

Torn  from  thy  fond  embrace,  the  ftrand  I  gain, 
Where  mourning  friends  inflidt  fuperfiuous  pain  ; 

My  father  there  his  ftruggling  fighs  fuppreft, 

And  in  dumb  anguilh  clafp’d  me  to  his  break. 

Then  fought,  conceal’d  the  conflidl  of  his  mind. 

To  give  the  fortitude  he  could  not  find ; 

Each  life-taught  precept  kindly  he  renew’d, 

“  Thy  country's  good,  faid  he,  be  kill  purfued! 

<£  If,  when  the  gracious  gods  my  fon  reltore, 

”  Thefe  eyes  fh all  fleep  in  death,  to  wake  no  more ; 
“  If  then  thefe  limbs,  that  now  in  age  decay, 

“  Shall  mouldering  mix  with  earth’s  parental  clay; 

“  Round  my  green  tomb  perform  the  facred  rite, 
f<  Affume  my  throne,  and  let  thy  yoke  be  light  ; 
,Vol.  IV.  O 


“  From 
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«  From  lands  of  freedom  glorious  precepts  bring,, 

“  And  reign  at  once  a  father  and  a  king.” 

How  vainly  proud,  the  arrogantly  great 
Prefume  to  boaft  a  monarch’s  godlike  Hate  1 
Subjett  alike,  the  peafant  and  the  king, 

To  life’s  dark  ills,  and  care’s  corroding  fling. 

From  guilt  and  fraud,  that  ftrikes  in  filence  fure. 

No  ftiield  can  guard  us,  and  no  arms  fecure. 

By  thefe,  my  fair,  fubdued,  thy  prince  was  loft, 

A  naked  captive  on  a  barbarous  coaft. 

Nurtur’d  in  eafe,  a  thoufand  fervants  round. 

My  wants  prevented,  and  my  wilhes  crown’d. 

No  painful  labours  ftretch’d  the  tedious  day. 

On  downy  .feet  my  moments  danc’d  away. 

Where-e’er  I  look’d,  officious  courtiers  bow’d,. 
Where-e’er  I  pafs’d,  a  Ihouting  people  crowd  p 
No  fears  intruded  on  the  joys  I  knew. 

Each  man  my  friend,  my  lovely  miftrefs  you. 

What  dreadful  change!  abandon’d  and  alone,. 

The  ihouted  prince  is  now  a  Have  unknown  ; 

To  watch  his  eye,  no  bending  courtiers  wait,. 

No  hailing  crowds  proclaim  his  regal  ftate  ; 

A  Have  condemn’d,  with  unrewarded  toil. 

To  turn,  from  morn  to  eve,  a  burning  foil. 

Fainting  beneath  the  fun’s  meridian  heat, 

Rouz’d  by  the  fcourge,  the  taunting  jell  I  meet : 

“  Thanks  to  thy  friends,  they  cry,  whofe  care  recalls 
<£  A  prince  to  life,  in  whom  a  nation  falls !  ” 
Unwholefome  fcraps,  my  ftrength  but  half  fuftain’d, 
From  corners  glean’d,  and  ev’n  by  dogs  difdain’d ; 


At. 


(  an  ) 


At  night  I  mingled  with  a  wretched  crew. 

Who  by  long  ufe  with  woe  familiar  grew ; 

Of  manners  brutifti,  mercilefs,  and  rude. 

They  mock’d  my  fufferings,  and  my  pangs  renew’d; 
In  groans,  not  fleep,  I  pafs’d  the  weary  night. 

And  rofe  to  labour  with  the  morning  light. 

Yet,  thus  of  dignity  and  eafe  beguil’d. 

Thus  fcorn’d  and  fcourg’d,  infulted  and  revil’d. 

If  Heaven  with  thee  my  faithful  arms  had  bleft. 
And  fill’d  with  love  my  intervals  of  reft, 

Short  tho’  they  were,  my  foul  had  never  known 
One  fecret  wifti  to  glitter  on  a  throne ; 

The  toilfome  day  had  heard  no  figh  of  mine. 

Nor  ftripes,  nor  fcorn,  had  urg’d  me  to  repine. 

A  monarch,  ftill  beyond  a  monarch  bleft. 

Thy  love  my  diadem,  my  throne  thy  breaft  ; 

My  courtiers,  watchful  of  my  looks,  thy  eyes. 
Should  Ihine,  perfuade,  and  flatter,  and  advife  ; 
Thy  voice  my  mufic,  and  thy  arms  Ihould  be— 

Ah!  not  the  prifon  of  a  flave  in  me! 

Could  I  with  infamy  content  remain. 

And  wifti  thy  lovely  form  to  fhare  my  chain? 

Could  this  bring  eafe  ?  forgive  th’  unworthy  thought. 
And  let  the  love  that  finn’d  atone  the  fault. 

Could  I,  a  flave,  and  hopelefs  to  be  free. 

Crawl,  tamely  recent  from  the  fcourge,  to  thee? 

Thy  blooming  beauties  could  thefe  arms  embrace? 
My  guilty  joys  enflave  an  infant  race? 

No  :  rather  blaft  me  lightnings,  whirlwind  tear. 
And  drive  thefe  limbs  in  atoms  thro’  the  air; 

O  2 


Rather 
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Rather  than  this,  O!  curfe  me  Mil  with  life,. 

And  let  my  Zara  fmile  a  rival’s  wife  : 

Be  mine  alone  th’  accumulated  woe, 

Nor  let  me  propagate  my  curfe  below. 

But,  from  this  dreadful  fccne,  with  joy  T  turn  j 
To  truft  in  Heaven,  of  me  let  Zara  learn. 

The  wretch,  the  fordid  hypocrite,  who  fold 
His  charge,  an  unfufpefling  prince,  for  gold. 
That  Juftice  mark’d,  whofe  '•yes  can  never  ileep, 
And  death,  commiiTion’d,  fmote  him  on  the  deep. 
The  generous  crew  their  port  in'fafety  gain, 

And  tell  my  mournful  tale,  nor  tell  in  vain  j 
The  king,  with  horror  of  th’  atrocious  deed. 

In  hafle  commanded,  and  the  flave  was  freed. 

No  more  Britannia’s  cheek,  the  blufh  of  fiiame. 
Burns  for  my  wrongs,  her  king  reflores  her  fame  : 
Propitious  tales,  to  Freedom’s  happy  fhore 
Waft  me  triumphant,  and  the  prince  reftore; 

V.  hate’er  is  great  and  gay  around  me  fhine-, 

And  all  the  fplendor  of  a  court  is  mine. 

Here  knowledge  too,  by  piety  refin’d, 

Sheds  a  bleft  radiance  o’er  my  brightening  mind  ; 
From  earth  I  travel  upward  to  the  Iky, 

I  learn  to  live,  to  reign,  yet  more,  to  die. 

O!  I  have  tales  to  tell,  of  love  divine — 

Such  blifsful  tidings!  they  lhall  foon  be  thine. 

I  long  to  tell  thee,  what,  amaz’d,  I  fee, 

What  habits,  buildings,  trades,  and  polity? 

How  art  and  nature  vie  to  entertain 
In  public  Ihows,  and  mix  delight  with  pain. 


O 
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O  !  ZaraP,  here,  a  ftory  like  my  own. 

With  mimic  {kill,  in  borrow'd  names,  was  fliown  ; 

An  Indian  chief,  like  me,  by  fraud  betray’d, 

And  partner  in  his  woes  an  Indian  maid. 

I  can’t  recal  the  fcenes,  ’tis  pain  too  great. 

And,  if  recall’d,  {hould  Ihudder  to  relate* 

To  write  the  wonders  here,  I  ftrive  in  vain  ; 

Each  word  would  alk  a  thoufand  to  explain. 

The  time  {hall  come,  O!  fpeed  the  lingering  hour! 

When  Zara’s  charms  {hall  lend  defcriplion  power  ; 

When  plac’d  beiide  thee  in  the  cool  alcove. 

Or  thro’  the  green  Savannahs  as  we  rove, 

The  frequent  kifs  (hall  interrupt  the  tale. 

And  looks  {hall  fpeait  my  fenfe,  tho’  language  fail. 

Then  {hall  the  prodigies,  that  round  me  rife. 

Fill  thy  dear  bofom  with  a  fweet  furprh  e  ; 

Then  all  my  knowledge  to  thy  faithful  heart, 

With  danger  gain’d,  fecurely  I’ll  impart. 

Methinks  I  fee  thy  changing  looks  exprefs 
Th’  alternate  fenfe  of  pleafure  ancLdiftrefs ; 

As  all  the  windings  of  my  fate  I  trace, 

And  wing  thy  fancy  fwift  from  place  to  place. 

Yet  where,  alas!  has  flattering  thoughts  convey’d 
The  ravifh’d  lover  with  his  darling  maid  ? 

Between  us,  fill  unmeafur’d  oceans  roll, 

Which  hoRile  barks  infef ,  and  forms  controul. 

Be  calm  my  bofom,  fince  th’  unmeafur’d  main, 

And  hoflile  barks,  and  forms,  are  God’s  domain  : 

P  He  alludes  to  the  Play  of  Oroonoko,  at  which  he  was  prcfent,  and 
fo  affefted  as  to  be  unable  to  continue,  during  its  performance,  in  the 
ho  life. 

O  3 


fie 
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He  rules  refidlefs,  and  his  power  fhall  guide 
My  life  in  fafety  o’er  the  roaring  tide; 

Shall  blefs  the  love  that’s  built  on  virtue’s  bafe. 
And  fpare  me  to  evangelize  my  race. 

Farewell!  thy  prince  dill  lives,  and  dill  is  free : 
Farewell !  hope  all  things,  and  remember  me. 


Z  A  R  ,  A, 


AT  THE  COURT  OF  ANAMABOE,  TO  THE  AFRICA?? 
PRINCE  WHEN  IN  ENGLAND. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

SHOULD  I  the  language  of  my  heart  conceal. 

Nor  warmly  paint  the  paflion  that  I  feel ; 

My  rifing  wilh  fhould  groundlefs  fears  confine. 

And  doubts  ungenerous  chill  the  glowing  line; 

Would  not  my  prince,  with  nobler  warmth,  difdain 
That  love,  as  languid,  which  could  doop  to  feign  ? 

Let  guilt  diffemble — in  my  faithful  bread 
Love  reigns  unblam’d,  and  be  that  love  confed. 

I  give  my  bofom  naked  to  thy  view, 

For,  what  has  fhame  with  innocence  to  do  ? 

In  fancy,  now,  I  clafp  thee  to  my  heart, 

Exchange  my  vows,  and  all  my  joys  impart. 

I  catch 
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I  cat cK  new  tranfport  from  thy  fpeaking  eye;— 

But  whence  this  fad  involuntary  figh? 

Why  pants  my  bofom  with  intruding  fears  ? 

Why,  from  my  eyes,  diftil  unbidden  tears? 

Why  do  my  hands  thus  tremble  as  I  write? 

Why  fades  thy  lov’d  idea  from  my  fight? 

O !  art  thou  fafe  on  Britain’s  happy  fhore. 

From  winds  that  bellow,  and  from  feas  that  roar  ? 

And  has  my  prince— -(Oh,  more  than  mortal  pain !) 

Betray’d  by  ruffians,  felt  the  captive’s  chain? 

Bound  were  thofe  limbs,  ordain’d  alone  to  prove 
The  toils  of  empire,  and  the  fweets  of  love  ? 

Hold,  hold  !  Barbarians  of  the  fierceft  kind ! 

Fear  Heaven’s  red  lightning— ’tis  a  prince  ye  bind; 

A  prince,  whom  no  indignities  could  hide, 

They  knew,  prefumptuous !  and  the  gods  defied. 

Where-e’er  he  moves,  let  love-join’d  reverence  rife. 

And  all  mankind  behold  with  Zara’s  eyes! 

Thy  breaft  alone,  when  bounding  o’er  the  waves 
To  Freedom’s  climes,  from  flavery  and  flaves; 

Thy  breaft  alone  the  pleafing  thought  could  frame 
Of  what  I  felt,  when  thy  dear  letters  came : 

A  thoufand  times  I  held  them  to  my  breaft, 

A  thoufand  times  my  lips  the  paper  preft  : 

My  full  heart  panted  with  a  joy  too  ftrong. 

And  “  Oh,  my  prince  !”  died  faultering  on  my  tongue: 
Fainting  I  funk,  unequal  to  the  ftrife, 

And  milder  joys  fuftain’d  returning  life. 

Hope,  fweet  enchantrefs,  round  my  love-fick  head 
Delightful  feenes  of  bleft  deiufion  fpread, 

O  4  “  Come, 
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**  Come,  come,  my  prince!  my  charmer!  hafte  away; 

“  Come,  come,  I  cried,  thy  Zara  blames  thy  flay. 

“  For  thee,  the  fhrubs  their  richeft  Tweets  retain; 

“  For  thee,  new  colours  wait  to  paint  the  plain  ; 

“  For  thee,  cool  breezes  linger  in  the  grove, 

“  The  birds  expefl  thee  in  the  green  alcove; 

“  Till  thy  return,  the  rills  forget  to  fall, 

“  Tiil  thy  return,  the  Tun,  the  Toul  of  ail ! — 

“  He  comes,  my  maids,  in  his  meridian  charms, 

“  Fie  comes  refulgent  to  his  Zara’s  arms : 

“  With  jocund  Tongs  proclaim  my  love’s  return  ; 

“  With  jocund  hea\ts  his  nuptial  bed  adorn. 

“  Bright  as.  the  Tun,  yet  gentle  as  the  dove, 

“  He  comes,  uniting  majefty  and  love.” — 

Too  Toon,  aias !  the  bleu  del ulion  Ties ; 

Care  Twells  mybreaft,  and  fcrrow  fills  my  eyes_ 

Ah  !  why  do  thy  fond  words  fugged  a  fear — 

Too  vaft,  too  numerous,  thofe  already  here  ! 

Ah  !  why  with  doubts  torment  my  bleeding  bread, 

Of  feas  which  dorms  controul,  and  foes  in  eft! 

My  heart,  in  all  this  tedious  abfence,  knows 
No  thoughts  but  thofe  of  feas,  and  ftorms,  and  foes. 

Each  joylefs  morning,  with  the  rifing  fun, 

Quick  to  the  ftrand  my  feet  fpontaneous  run  : 

“  vVhere,  where’s  my  prince  !  what  tidings  have  ye  brought?” 
Of  each  I  met,  with  pleading  tears  I  fought. 

In  vain  I  fought,  fome,  confcious  of  my  pain, 

With  horrid  file  nee  pointed  to  the  main. 

Some  with  a  fneer  the  brutal  thought  expreft. 

And  plung’d  the  dagger  of  a  barbarous  jeft. 


Day 
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Day  follow’d  day,  and  Hill  I  wifh’d  the  next. 

New  hopes  1H11  flatter’d,  and  new  doubts  perplex’d; 
Day  follow’d  day,  the  wilh’d  to-morrow  came. 

My  hopes,  doubts,  fears,  anxieties  the  fame. 

At  length — <c  O  Power  Supreme  !  whoe’er  thou  art, 
“  Thy  Ihrine  the  Ikv,  the  fea,  the  earth,  or  heart ; 

“  Since  every  clime,  and  all  th’  unbounded  main, 

“  And  hoftile  barks,  and  ftorms,  are  thy  domain, 

“  If  faithful  paflion  can  thy  bounty  move, 

“  And  goodnefs  fure  mufl  be  the  friend  of  love, 

“  Safe  to  thefe  arms  my  lovely  prince  reftore, 

<£  Safe  to  his  Zara’s  arms,  to  part  no  more. 

“  O!  grant  to  virtue  thy  protecting  care, 

“  And  grant  thy  love  to  love’s  availing  prayer, 

“  Together  then,  and  emulous  to  praife, 

“  A  flowery  altar  to  thy  name  we’ll  raife ; 

“  There,  firfl;  and  laft,  on  each  returning  day, 

“  To  thee  our  vows  of  gratitude  we’ll  pay.” 

Fool  that  I  was,  to  all  my  comfort  blind. 

Why,  when  thou  went’ft,  did  Zara  flay  behind  ? 
How  could  I  fondly  hope  one  joy  to  prove, 

’Midfl:  all  the  wild  anxieties  of  love? 

Had  fate  in  other  mold,  thy  Zara  form’d, 

And  my  bold  break  in  manly  friendship  warm’d. 
How  had  I  glow’d  exulting  at  thy  fide! 

How  all  the  (hafts  of  adverfe  fate  defied ! 

Or  yet  a  woman,  and  not  nerv’d  for  toil. 

With  thee,  O !  had  I  turn’d  a  burning  foil ! 

In  the  cold  prifon  had  I  lain  with  thee. 

In  love  ftill  happy,  vve  had  Hill  been  free ; 
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Then  fortune  brav’d,  had  own’d  fuperlor  might. 

And  pin’d  with  envy,  while  we  forc’d  delight. 

Why  diouldd  th,ou  bid  thy  love  remember  thee? 

Thine  all  my  thoughts  have  been,  and  dill  lhall  be. 

Each  night  the  cool  Savannahs  have  I  fought, 

And  breath’d  the  fondnefs  of  enamour’d  thought: 

The  curling  breezes  murmur’d  as  I  figh’d, 

And  hoarfe,  at  didance,  roar’d  my  foe  the  tide  ; 

My  bread  ftill  haunted  by  a  motly  train. 

Now  doubts,  now  hopes  prevail’d,  now  joy,  now  pain. 

Now  fix’d  Ldand,  my  fpirit  fled  to  thine. 

Nor  note  the  time,  nor  fee  the  fun  decline  ; 

Now  rouz’d  I  dart,  and  wing’d  with  fear  I  run. 

In  vain,  alas!  for  ’tis  mvfelf  I  fihun. 

When  kindly  deep  its  lenient  balm  fupplied. 

And  gave  that  comfort  waking  thought  denied. 

Lad  night — but  why,  ah  Zara!  why  impart. 

The  fond,  fond  fancies  of  a  love-lick  heart  ? 

Yet  true  delights  on  fancy’s  wings  are  brought. 

And  love’s  foft  raptures  realiz’d  in  thought— 

Lad  night  I  faw,  methinks  I  fee  it  now — * 

Heaven’s  awful  concave  round  thy  Zara  bow  ; 

When  fudden  thence  a  darning  chariot  dew. 

Which  earth  receiv’d,  and  fix  white  courfers  drew. 

Then - quick  tr  an  fit  ion - did  thy. Zara  ride. 

Borne  to  the  chariot — wonderous — by  thy  fide  : 

All  glorious  both,  from  clime  to  clime  we  dew. 

Each  happy  clime  with  fweet  furprize  we  view. 

A  thoufand 
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A  thoufand  voices  fung — “  All  blifs  betide 
“  The  prince  of  Lybia,  and  his  faithful  bride.” 

“  ’Tis  done,  ’tis  done,”  refounded  thro’  the  (kies. 
And  quick  aloft  the  car  began  to  rife ; 

Ten  thoufand  beauties  crowded  on  my  fight. 

Ten  thoufand  glories  beam’d  a  dazzling  light. 

My  thoughts  could  bear  no  more,  the  vifion  fled. 

And  wretched  Zara  view’d  her  lonely  bed.— 

Come,  fweet  interpreter,  and  eafe  my  foul ; 

Come  to  my  bofom,  and  explain  the  whole. 

Alas !  my  prince - yet  hold,  my  flruggling  bread! 

Sure  we  (hall  meet  aga:n,  again  be  bled. 

Hope  all,  thou  fay’d,  I  live,  and  dill  am  free;” 

0 1  then  prevent  thofe  hopes,  and  hade  to  me. 

Eafe  all  the  doubts  thy  Zara’s  bofom  knows. 

And  kindly  dop  the  torrent  of  her  woes. 

But,  that  I  know  too  well  thy  generous  heart. 

One  doubt,  than  all,  more  torment  would  impart : 
’Tis  this,  in  Britain’s  happy  courts  to  (hine, 

Amidd  a  thoufand  blooming  maids,  is  thine— 

But  thou,  a  thoufand  blooming  maids  among. 

Art  dill  thyfelf,  incapable  of  wrong  ; 

No  outward  charm  can  captivate  thy  mind. 

Thy  love  is  friendfliip  heighten’d  and  refin’d ; 

’Tis  what  my  foul,  and  not  my  form  infpires. 

And  burns  with  fpotlefs  and  immortal  fires. 

Thy  joys,  like  mine,  from  confcious  truth  arife. 

And,  known  thefe  joys,  what  others  cand  thou  prize? 
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Be  jealous  doubts  the  curfe  of  fordid  minds; 

Hence,  jealous  doubts,  I  give  ye  to  the  winds.— 
Once  more,  O  come!  anf  fnatch  me  to  thy  arms! 
Come,  fhielu  my  beating  hero :  from  vain  alarms  ! 

C  .  let  me  hang  enamour’d  on  thy  breaft, 

Y\c:  leaf. eg  tears,  and  be  with  joy  diitreft! 

Let  me  ttill  hear,  and  fill  demand  thy  tale. 

And,  oft  renew’d,  iliil  let  my  fuit  prevail ! 

Much  fill  remains  to  tell  and  to  enquire. 

My  hand  fbiil  writes,  ana  writing  prompts  delire; 
My  pen  denies  my  lait  farewell  to  write. 

Still,  Hill,  “  return,”  my  wilhfal  thoughts  indite  : 
O'  hear,  my  prince,  thy  love,  thy  miitrefs  call. 
Think  o’er  each  tender  name,  and  hear  by  all. 

O!  pleafng  intercourfe  of  foul  with  foul. 

Thus,  while  I  write,  I  fee,  I  clafp  thee  whole; 
And  thefe  kind  letters  trembling  Zara  drew. 

In  every  line  lhall  bring  h:r  to  thy  view. 

Return,  return,  in  love  and  truth  excell ; 

Return,  I  write  ;  I  cannot  add — Farewell. 
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HYMN  TO  HOPE. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


AL  L  hail,  bright  Hope!  Thou,  when  the  fatal  box. 
Replete  with  ills,  was  fent  by  angry  Jove 
In  punifhment  of  Japhet’s  ‘J  daring  fon. 

When  every  woe  of  fearful  name  flew  forth 
To  vex  the  human  race,  thou  kindly  deign’dft 
To  flay  behind,  man’s  gentle  comforter, 

Life’s  balm  and  blefling  !  or,  without  the  aid 

Of  truth-affimilated  fiftion,  thou 

Waft  given  by  God  himfelr,  a  cheating  light 

To  guide  man’s  feet,  driv’n  from  fair  Eden’s  groves 

Acrofs  the  untrack’d  wildernefs  of  life 

To  Heaven’s  bleft  manftons  :  where,  and  where  alone 

Thy  office,  friendly  Hope,  fhall  fweetly  ceafe 

To  full  fruition  yielded  !  But  on  earth, 

Nay,  not,  perchance,  ev’n  in  fair  Eden’s  groves. 

Are  thy  affuafive  confolations  vain  : 

For  what  is  life,  or  what  its  higheft  feenes 
Of  boafted  happinefs,  if  prefent  blifs 
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Bounds  the  horizon  of  our  views ;  nor  Hopeji 
With  eagle  eye,  kens  aught  beyond,  on  which 
To  fix  the  future,  ardent,  heart’s  defire, 

To  fill  the  foul,  and  make  the  rapid  wifh 
Run  o’er  with  plenitude  of  joy  ?— Vain,  vain. 

To  man’s  felicity,  in  youth  or  age. 

The  prefent  draught  of  pleafure,  tho’  once  wifh’d 
With  all  the  eagernefs  of  panting  third. 

Deep,  deep  he  drinks,  and  longs  for  more!  From  hop£ 
To  hope  he  fprings  :  he  views,  and  flii!  extends 
His  view  :  o’er  cloud-capt  Alps  new  Alps  arife  ! 

He  gains  thefuramit:  dill  the  profpeCl  wide 
Enlarges  to  his  eye  :  forward  he  fares 
Nor  ceafes  to  afcend,  till  high  in  heaven 
He  rides  at  anchor,  and  then  Hope’s  no  more. 

But  O!  thou  general  bleffing,  fmiling  Hope! 

Thy  lucid  ray,  not  only  leads  us  on 
From  view  to  view  ;  not  only  doll  thou  chear 
With  expectation  fweet  of  future  good  ; 

But  with  ferenity  of  prefent  blifs 
Thou  fill’d  the  heart  expeClant  i  Hope  can  giv« 
Habitual  good-humour!  To  the  foul 
A  vital  heat :  £he  quickens  the  dill  parts. 

Nay,  ev’n  in  motion  keeps  the  fprings  of  life! 

And  when  mod  indolent,  and  mod  remifs. 

Or  rouzes,  or  preferves  the  mind  awake. 

See,  too,  how  few — and  ev’n  thofe  few  how  Ihort— * 
A  re  a&ual  enjoyments !  But  thro’  thee. 

Bled  Hope,  we  gain  a  tade,  delicious  tade 
Of  pi eafures  pcfiible  !  Tade,  not  lefs  fweet. 


Perchance, 
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Perchance,  than  real :  for  kind  Hope  beftows 

A  blifs  in  expedtaiion,  not  lefs  full, 

And  fuller  oft  than  ripe  fruition  brings  : 

Fruition,  haughty  nymph,  fhe  never  deigns 

To  walk  with  humble  Hope,  who,  at  her  fight 

Retires,  abalh’d,  unnotic’d,  and  unthank’d! 

_  •  # 

But  O !  bleft  comforter,  ingrate  to  thee 

Let  me  not  ever  prove,  fhould  wilh’d  fuccefs 

Crown  my  heart’s  hope  !  let  me  not  e’er  forget 

The  dear  indulgences  thy  foothing  views 

Have  to  my  foul  prefented  1  Yet,  O  yet — 

Thy  promis’d  confummation  too,  too  long 

Delay’d,  the  heart  in  deep  defpondence  fighs. 

And  fickens  fad  with  care.  O  then,  indulge 

Thy  votary’s  prayer^  nor  ever  let  me  lofe 

Thy  chearing  afpedt  ;  never  let  the  night 

Of  black  defpondence,  with  its  difmal  veil. 

My  little  profpedls  in  thick  darknefs  wrap  ! 

Nor  yet  too  long  delay  to  gtant  my  wilh 

Accomplilhment,  if  worthy !  So  my  foul 

Invigorated  Hill  lhall  onward  prefs 

To  more  and  more  improvement :  nor  grow  faint 

Till  the  big  buds  of  Hope  terreftrial  burft 

To  blolToms  full  and  fair. in  better  climes! 

But  fay,  bright  Hope,  what  numbers  (hall  be  found, 

Worthy  to  fmg  thy  praife :  for  that  thy  hand 

Not  only  to  the  happieft  life  imparts 

its  zeft,  its  relifh  ;  but  with  tender  care 

Is  dretch’d  forth  to  affkage  the  wretch’s  woe. 

To- 
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To  foothe  the  anguilh  of  difeafe  and  pain. 

And  foften  fad  adverfity’s  rough  bed! 

Thou  only  cheap  and  univerfal  cure 
Of  human  ills — of  human  fcrrow,  thou 
Belt  comforter,  and  oft,  full  oft,  alas ! 

The  only  comforter  the  wretched  find! 

Ah!  fee  from  that  unfortunate,  o’erwhelm’d 
In  the  deep  gulph  of  forrow,  with  what  fpeed. 
What  cruel  fpeed,  as  from  contagion,  all 
With  one  confent  are  flying ! — and  will  none. 

For  gentle  pity’s  fake,  remain  behind 
To  comfort  the  diflrefl!  Yes,  faithful  Hope 
Eenevolently  flays !  and,  flatterer  kind, 

Her  far-forefeeing  tube  applies,  thro’  which 
The  eye,  tho’  dim  with  mourning,  oft  difcerns 
Future  ar.d  happier  days,  thro’  the  black  gloom 
Cf  melancholy  profoefts  Ihining  bright. 

Ah,  honeft  flatterer!- — yes,  for  once  the  mufe 
Commends,  what  mcft  the  worthy  mind  abhors. 
And  calls  thee  honefl  flatterer  :  for  while  all 
Afliduous  join  to  adulate  the  bleft, 

Hope,  tender  Hope  alone,  with  foft  concern, 
Flatters  th’  unhappy!  and  when  every  friend 
Flies  from  the  flup-wreck’d,  naked,  ruin’d  wretch 
When  every  woe,  in  dire  array,  crowds  round, 
Ev’n  then,  in  that  fad  hour,  Hope  flill  remains. 
As  loth  to  leave  (divine  philanthrophift  ! ) 

Her  labour  cf  difmterefled  love  ! 
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See— with  thofe  anxious  failors  r,  fee  her  watch 
Her  eye  !  almoft  exhausted  on  the  malt. 

The  top-mail  of  yon  high  Admiral 

juft  peeping  from  thofe  waves  !  that  have  ingulph’d 

The  gallant  ve/T.  l  with  its  haplefs  crew. 

Save  thofe  who  fit,  as  if  for  bitterer  fate 
Referv’d,  long  wakeful  nights  and  anxious  days 
High  on  the  top-maft  !  fearing  inftant  death 
From  each  infulting  wave!  yet,  yet,  not  yet 
Will  Hope  defert  them !  See,  ihe  drains -her  eye 
Far  o’er  the  track lefs  ocean  :  fee,  ihe  looks. 

With  eager  expetftation,  looks  around! 

Wild  winds  alone  are  heard:  green  waves  alone. 

Foaming  with  fury,  are  beheld!  O  Hope, 

Bleft  Hope  !  forfake  them  not :  ihould’ft  thou  forfake, 

And  from  the  too-  mat  fly,  they  fall,  they  fink 
Irrevocably  loft! — She  will  not  go  ; 

Still  will  file  watch  ;  nor  watch  in  vain  !  ihe  fpies 
A  white  fail,  rifing  from  the  waves :  it  comes; 

Behold  !  it  comes,  and  in  its  bofom  bears 
Thrice-precious  life!  They  faint  for  joy  !  their  feet 
Scarce  bear  them  trembling  to  the  welcome  bark  ; 

T  This  refers  to  a  real  event,  which  happened  two  winters  p 
Thefe  mariners,  when  their  veflel  was  funk,  continued  two  days  an(; 
mights  on  the  mail,  where  they  found  an  accidental  keg  of  brandy, 
which,  under  God,  preferred  their  lives  till  a  veflel  from  Margate 
came  with  great  hazard  to  their  preservation::  the  per  for?  who  fir  ft  fam 
the  veflel  immediately  fainted  away. 
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Where  fafely  boarded — Hope  her  golden  wings 
Plumes,  and  exulting  fhoots  acrofs  the  deep,. 

Quick  as  in  winter’s  ikies  the  radiant  ftarl 
But  whither  thus  precipitate  her  flight 
Urges  the  general  comforter  ?  Behold 
Where,  ftretch’d  upon  the  bed  of  fore  difealfe. 

Worn  out  with  pain,  the  flck  man  languid  lies ! 

She  comes,  bleft  Hope!  and  lo!  her  kindly  arm 
Rears  from  the  pillow  his  enfeebled  head. 

And  lenient  Tooths  his  melancholy  heart! 

Now,  pointing  to  fair  Health,  with  rofeate  bloom^ 
Rekindling  vigom  in  the  mantling  cheek  : 

Now,  to  the  robe  of  white  and  crown  of  gold, 

Referv’d  for  Chriil’s  true  fervants,  in  the'realms 
Of  everlafting  day  !— Thrice  faithful  Hope, 

Thou,  like  the  heart,  liv’d:  firft,  and  dieft  laft ; 

Nor,  ev’n  in  death’s  extreme!!:  pangs,  wilt  leave 
The  fluttering  foul — -but,  when  earth’s  fears  and  joys- 
Sink  into  darknefs  all,  thy  beaming  light 
Unvelopes  profpedts  new,  and  better  far, 

Profpefts  which  make  man,  man  :  and  caufe  the  foul 
In  death  to  triumph,  and  defy  the  grave. 

Nor  ceafes  with  the  man  of  forrcw,  ftretch’d 
On  bed  of  ficknefs,  Hope’s  indulgent  aid: 

The  balm  of  comfort,  fee,  how  Ihe  prefents 
To  the  dear  tender  partner  of  his  heart. 

The  wife,  with  weeping  love,  beftd.e  the  couch; 
Watching  folicitous,  .with  fleeplefs  eye! 
li’ope  fliews  her  the  fond  hufoand,  to  her  arin» 

Once  more  reftor’d:  Hope  to  her  aching  heart 
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The  valued  parent  reprefents,  once  more 
Smiling  amidft  his  children  :  and  endear’d. 

As  thus  endanger’d,  tenfold  more  endear’d  1 

Look  thro’  the  varied  fcenes  of  haplefs  life* 

Hope,  all-beneficent,  is  ever  found 
Where-e’er  is  found  affliction!  None  fo  low 
Can  fink,  but  Hope  will  to  their  wretchednefs” 
Defcend,  and  point  out  confolation’s  liar 
Bright’ning  in  better  Ikies!  not  ev’n  the  Have, 

Loaden  with  cruel  chains*  deep  in  the  mines 
Of  rich  Potofi,  toiling,  though  from  light 
Ever  fequelter’d  of  all-cheering  day, 

Can,  from  her  light,  be  hid  !  See,  through  his  foul 
It  Ihoots  illuminating  :  and  affords 
Bright  bleffing  glances  of  his  native  land. 

Recover’d  freedom,  and  rejoicing  friends ! 

All  hail,  bright  Hope  !  O,  thro’  the  weary  ways 
Of  this  bad  world,  be  thou  the  pilgrim’s  ftaff 
On  which  my  hands  may  lean,  and  find  fupport 
’Gainft  all  defpondency!  yet,  Goddefs!  fay, 

Awhile  on  thy  altars  all  of  human  race 
Hevoutly  facrifice  ;  while  to  thy  Ihrine 
All  mortals  bend  the  knee  ;  whence  doth  it  hap. 
That  oft  the  mournful  tongue  proclaims  thee  falfe^. 
And  dares  to  defecrate  thy  hallow’d  name. 

Deceitful  calling  thee  ;  and  apt  to  Hide 
Full  oft  from  the  embrace,  ev’n  in  the  hour 
Of  highell  expectation  :  often  found 
To  jprdmife  what  thou  never  doft-beftow? 
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“  Vain  mortals  —  (yes,  with  ferioas  folemn  heed, 

I  mark  thy  words,  celeiual :  —  Mortals  i  knew, 

“  ’Tis  not  in  Hope,  ’tis  in  yourfelves,  deceiv’d 
“  And  it  ill  deceiving,  that  the  error  lies  : 

,c  Short-liv'd,  and  of  a  fpan,  ye  ftretch  year  hope., 

“  Proud  hopes  of  fublunary  happinel's, 

“Far  into  time,  a-  if  of  time  fecare, 

“  As  if  on  earth  immortal !  or  thofe  hopes 
“  On  objects  fix,  incapable  to  bids, 

“  When  granted  to  your  wifhes  ’  or,  more  vain, 

“  By  felf-deltfion  blinded,  fancy-led, 

“  Ye  idly  hope,  where  reafen’s  felf  recoils : 

“  Thus  rendering  your  existence,  dream  at  beit, 

“  Still  more  a  dream  1 — Left  credulous  and  fond 
“  Mortals,  be  wife  ;  either  as  mortals  hope, 

“  Or,  fill  more  wife,  hope  as  immortals'”  Yes. 

With  Acred  awe  thy  counfel  I  receive, 

Bleft  teacher  :  O  afiifl  me  to  obey 

Its  dictates  :  far  above  this  waning  moon. 

Teach  ms  to  rife  o’er  momentary  Mil's, 

Triumphant :  and  to  fear  on  thy  bright  wings 
Bevond  he  lefien’d  clouds,  beyond  all  time 
Deep  into  vast  immemity  !  where  thou, 

Tho’  born  of  immortality,  and  proof 

Of  thy  high  parent’s  glory — where,  ev’n  thou, 

Earth’s  blefitng — never,  never  lhalt  be  known  : 

Then,  farewell,  Hope,  for  ever!— then  adieu. 

Sweet  expectation  ;  when  each  ravifh’d  ferrfe 
Lives  in  the  plenitude  of  God’s  own  joy  !  • 

'  Shfr- 


But,  till  that  hour,  O  deign,  all-cheering  Hope, 
To  finile  before  me  :  gild  my  profpedts  round 
With  thy  reviving  fplendor :  full  in  view 
Prefent  the  vaft  realities,  which  wait 
Th’  immortal  ftranger,  travelling  from  this  world 
To  his  eternal  home,  his  reft,  his  haven  ! 

So  fh all  my  heart  ne’er  with  impatient  throbs 
Pant  for  th’  uncertain,  fublunary  gifts 
Of  this  e’er-changing  life!  So  Reafon’s  hand 
With  Fortitude  attending,  on  (hall  lead 
To  the  neat  cottage  of  retir’d  Content, 

Where  dwells  man’s  trueft  happinefs !  there  lodg’d, 
Like  CaTar,  with  a  generous  difuain  „ 

Prefent  poiTefllons  nobly  I’ll  defpife, 

And  from  them  frankly  part,  in  the  full  hope, 
Hope,  which  can  ne’er  deceive,  nor  mount  too  high 
Hope  of  poffeftions,  future,  better  far  : 

Boundlefs  duration  :  blifs  immutable  ! 

Hail  then,  bright  Hope!  of  immortality 
True:  genuine  daughter!  hail,  man’s  chiefeft  good. 
And  his  beft  portion,  while  no  more  than  man ! 
Smile  o’er  the  human  race  :  and  ftill  vouchfafe 
To  gild,  to  gladden  all  their  joys :  to  foothe 
With  gentle  blandilhment  their  woes :  to  fill 
With  juft  contempt  of  tranfitory  life  ! 

Still  realizing  to  their  raptur’d  view 
Heaven’s  high  felicities  !  O!  while  ftrong  Faith, 
With  fteady  finger,  points  us  to  our  home. 

Do  thou  invigorate  our  aftive  feet 
Along  the  rugged  way:  full,  full  in  fight 
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Place  that  home's  glories :  while  thy  filler  Lo.ye 
Charms  us  the  while,  the  weary  journey  through  ; 
And,  when' it  ends,  receive  us  from  the  arms 
Of  Faith  and  thee  ;  to  take  up  our  abode 
In  realms,  where  God  and  Love  are  all  in  all. 


VERSE  5 


OCCASIONED  BY  A  PRESENT  OF  A  MOSS  ROSE-BUD,  FROM 
MISS  JACKSON  OF  SOUTHGATE. 

m 

BY  THE  SAME. 


TH  E  flighted  of  favours  beftow’d  by  the  fair 

With  rapture  we  take,  and  with  tranfport  we  wear  j 
But  a  moss-woven  rose-eud,  Eliza,  from  thee, 

A  weil-pleafing  gift  to  a  monarch  would  be  :  , 

*. — Ah  !  that  illnefs,  too  cruel,  forbidding  Ihould  Hand, 

And  refufe  me  the  gift  from  thine  own  lovely  hand  ! 

With  joy  I  receive  it,  with  pleafure  will  view? 

Reminded  of  thee  by  its  odour  and  hue  ; 

“  Sweet  rofe!  let  me  tell  thee,  tho’  charming  thy  bloom, 
Tho’  thy  fragrance  exceeds  Saba’s  richell  perfume  ; 

■  ‘  Thy  breath  to  Eliza’s  hath  no  fragrance  in’t ; 

?■*  And  thy  bloom  is  but  dull  to  her  cheeks  blulhing  tint. 

h  Yep 
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Yet  alas!  my  fair  flower,  that  bloom  will  decay, 

And  all  thy  fine  beauties  foon  wither  away; 

“  Tho’  pluck’d  by  her  hand,  to  whofe  touch  thou  muftown 
“  Harfh  and  rough  is  the  cygnet’s  moft  delicate  down  : 

“  Thou  too,  fnowy  hand; — nay,  I  mean  not  to  preach; 
But  the  Rofe,  lovely  moralifti  fufFer  to-teach.” 

“  Extol  not,  fond  maiden,  thy  beauties  o’er  mine, 

“  They  too  are  Ihort-liv’d,  and  they  too  mull  decline ; 

“  And  fmall  in  conclufion,  the  difference  appears 
“  In  the  bloom  of  few  days,  or  the  bloom  of  few  years! 

But  remember  a  virtue  the  Rofe  hath  to  boall, 

“  —Its  Fragrance  remains,  when  its  Beauties  are  loll.” 


. .  . .vv-**.... . . . 


THE  EQUALITY  OF  MANKIND. 

BY  MR.  WODHULL. 

THERE  was  a  time  when  from  thofe  haplefs  fchools. 

Where  Science  droops,  and  penlion’d  Litchfield  rules, 
Inhaling  faction,  with  the  Tory  race 
On  Right  Divine,  Hereditary  Grace, 

Much  did  I  waver,  much  did  I  unite 
■  The  names  of  Patriot,  and  of  Jacobite: 
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Thank*  to  my'  friendly  ftars  thofe  days  are  o’er. 

And  now,  not  meanly  pinion’d  as  before, 

Untaught  to  bend  the  pliant  knee,  and  join 
The  (laves,  who  (lock  to  Grandeur’s  tinfel  (brine. 

Kindling  at  thy  perpetual  flame  the  brand 
Of  honed  Satire,  -with  officious  hand 
To  thee,  O  Truth,  I  confecrate  the  blaze  ; — 

Jlec.ive,  exalt,  invigorate  my  lays. 

The  fiudious  Pilgrim,  as  his  bar:  feet  tread 
O’er  holy  Carmel  !  with  religious  dread, 

If,  funk  in  mouldering  rubbifh,  he  deferies 
Where  fome  old  fane,  or  maffive  altar  lies. 

Kneeling  adores  it  with  a  (ledfaft  gaze. 

And  ruminates  the  works  of  mightier  da  s, 

Feafls  his  rapt  foul  on  pure  devotion’s  fires. 

And  (lowly  from  the  much-lov’d  fpot  retires. 

Led  by  dark  Legend  on  from  clime  to  clime- 
Amid  th’hiftoric  ravages  of  Time, 

Thus  the  bold  Mufe  afl'erts  her  liberal  plan 
To  mark  the  genuine  privilege  of  man, 

To  prove  how  Fidlion,  and  how  Fade  agree. 

That  God  was  juft,  and  all  Mankind  were  free. 

From  Jura’s  mount,  from  thofe  inclement  (kies, 

(Where  pale  and  wan  Helvetia’s  Genius  li  s, 

His  arms  revers’d,  his  (hield  thrown  idly  by, 

To  note  the  fad  decays  of  Liberty  ;) 

Come,  ftern  Philofophy, — that  garb  of  woe 
Bents  thee  moft,  majeftically  flow 

Thy 
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Thy  gait,  while  rais’d  aloof  thy  red  right  bund 
Waves  in  the  gale  Refentment’s  flaming  brand. 

Such  as,  from  Seine’s  proud  banks  when  Roffeau  fled. 
Thy  Vengeance  hurl’d  at  mitred  Beaumont’s  head  : 
Beneath  thy  aufpices  in  Albion’s  plain, 

While  Juftice  triumphs  in  a  George’s  reign, 

Alone,  yet  fcorning  Caution’s  coward  mafk. 

Will  I  encounter  this  adventurous  talk  ; 

Tho’  far  too  fanguine  to  conceal  their  rage. 

My  Foes  already  curfe  each  opening  page, 

And  Friends,  half  fhrinking  at  fo  rude  a  teft. 

Glance  o’er  my  title,  and  forfwear  the  reft. 

Back  to  Creation’s  infancy,  when  Earth 
Few  revolutions  dated  from  its  birth. 

My  theme  invites : — -poor  Fx'le  doom’d  to  rove 
Far  from  the  fweets  of  Eden’s  happy  grove 
Behold  our  firft  Progenitor ; — his  race 
Plung’d  in  a  lineal  feries  of  difgrace. 

Become  a  prey  from  that  ill-fated  hour 
To  pain,  difeafe,  and  death’s  remorfelefs  power. 

' ■  or.  '  .1  ‘  '•  « v 

Some  evils  foon  attain’d  their  utmoft  prime. 

To  perfefl  others  was  a  work  of  time. 

Perhaps  in  thofe  rude  ages,  when  no  law 
Kept  the  warm  paflions  of  mankind  in  awe. 

Rapine  was  frequent;  from  his  neighbour’s  fold 
Some  proud  Oppreflbr,  of  gigantic  mold. 

His  fleecy  charge,  his  only  treafure  bore. 

And  left  the  Ihepherd  weltering  in  his  gore  : 


Yet 
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Tet  then  no  dire  neccffity  had  made 
Murder  a  fyftem,  war  a  needful  trade  ; 

No  Frederick,  foe  to  nature  and  to  man, 
juflice  his  pretext,  tyranny  his  plan. 

Born  every  right  of  nations  to  betray, 

O’er  Leipzick’s  walls  had  forc’d  his  defperate  tvay  ; 
Coarfe  was  their  food,  theit  fordid  dwelling  Imall, 
Such  was  the  lot  of  one,  the  lot  of  all  r 
In  feme  deep  vale  their  fhapelefs  altar  flood 
Rais’d  with  the  cafual  turf,  or  unhewn  wood; 
Thither,  by  grateful  adoration  taught. 

On  fome  choice  feftival  the  Ruilic  brought 
A  decent  offering  from  his  little  flock, 

Fruits  of  the  ground,  or  firftlings  of  his  flock  : 

No  temple  rear’d  its  fretted  roof  on  high, 

No  golden  cenfer’s  blaze  perfum’d  the  fky. 

No  vain  High-Prieft  with  furly  grandeur  trod, 

As  if  to  fhame  tire  meannefs  of  his  God. 

When,  like  the  Titans,  earth’s  rebellious  crew 
To  Heaven’s  high  bulwarks  rais’d  their  hoflile  view, 
In  vain,  their  boaftful  arrogance  to  quell, 

Their  leaders  were  difpers’d,  their  turret  fell; 

On  Shinar’s  plains  Defpotic  Power  unfurl’d 
Her  banner,  and  to  vex  the  groaning  world 
From  fhore  to  fhore  the  ftrange  contagion  ran ; 
Fraternal  concord  ceas’d,  and  Monarchy  began. 

Thus  while  the  floras  in  hollow  caverns  fleep. 
And  fcarce  a  zephyr  fans  the  quiet  deep. 


Suddenly 


(  235  ) 

Suddenly  from  the  rock’s  impending  brow 
A  cumbrous  fragment  on  the  tide  below 
Comes  rulhing  downwards ;  boils  the  vaft  profound. 
Waves  upon  waves  dalh’d  on  the  beach  refound. 

Detefted  Hunter!  Nimrod  led  the  way. 

War  was  his  favage  paltime,  man  his  prey  ; 

For  brutal  ftrength  by  trembling  vaflals  fear’d 
The  walls  of  ancient  Babylon  he  rear’d  : 

Jn  his  high  dome,  with  crayons  rude  portray’d. 
The  warrior’s  dread  atchievements  were  difplay’d  ; 
Here  pierc’d  with  darts  th’  expiring  tyger  lay. 
There  rufli’d  embattled  holts  in  firm  array  ; 

There  in  his  car  the  thickeft  ranks  he  broke, 

And  nations  yielded  to  his  galling  yoke. 

Such  empire’s  origin  -with  horrid  yell 
From  the  black  confines  of  his  native  hell 
Emerg’d  the  Demon  of  tyrannic  pride. 

And  Vice  came  onward  with  a  larger  llride  : 
Ungrateful  were  the  talk,  and  endlefs  toil 
To  trace  its  progrefs  thro’  each  diitant  foil 
Fertile  of  Tyrants.  Craft  with  Prowefs  join’d 
Soon  tam’d  the  generous  fiercenefs  of  mankind. 
Dominion  firlt  was  gain’d  by  lawlefs  might; 

The  claim  of  long  Hereditary  Right 
Succeeded  ;  when  to  varnilh  o’er  each  flaw. 

And  bow  the  world  with  fuperllitious  awe. 

The  Priefts  drefs’d  up  fome  bugbear  of  their  own. 
Call’d  him  a  King,  and  plac’d  him  on  a  throne; 
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Then  C2ught  the  weaknefs  of  thofe  darker  times, 

And  dragg’d  in  Heaven  to  fanbtify  his  crimes. 

Search  wel!  its  inmoft  fource,  and  tell  whence  fprings 
This  fncrfed  claim  of  Ifrael’s  vaunted  Kino-s: 

O 

When  that  audacious  crew  renounc'd  their  God, 
Defpis’d  hi:  met  tie:,  brav'd  his  heavieft  rod  ; 

And  for  hi s  f  -  ere  : : ;  c  t :  o  migii ty  grown 
Set  up  a  little  Idol  A  their  own  ; 

Say,  did  their  Prophet  urge  Saul’s  Right  Divine  ? — 

His  incenfe  blaz’d  not  at  fo  rule  a  Ihrine. 

Or  did  fome  ill  in  myilic  leaves  foretold, 

And  chronicled  by  gravel!  feers  of  old, 

While  on  dslufive  hopes  they  fondly  built, 

O’erwhelrn  them  with  involuntary  guilt  ? 

No ;  ’twas  their  baffled  pride  whofe  lalt  refopree 
Dragg’d  this  perdition  on  their  heads  by  force. 

From  that  black  period  each  intenfer  crime. 

That  brands  with  infamy  its  parent  clime, 

Alfail’d  the  palace,  orerlpread  the  land, 

And  in  their  temple  took  its  guilty  Hand. 

The  feat  of  Chemofn  by  the  purple  vine 
Was  planted,  and  at  Moloch’s  brazen  Ihrine, 

As  with  inhuman  zeal  the  trembling  fire 
Confign’d  his  fhrieking  infants  to  the  fire, 

While  with  loud  din  their  hideous  cymbals  rung. 

His  Worlhippers  obfeene  their  uncouth  orgies  fung. 
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Belief,  in  various  fenfes  underftoed. 

Is  man’s  fevered:  curfe,  or  fared  good. 

Thus,  in  the  meads  where  hallow’d  Jordan  glides. 
Enriching  Paledine  with  copious  tides. 

Where  fprings  the  branching  palm,  where  dreams  the  oil,: 
Where  fruitful  vineyards  blefs  the  peafant’s  toil; 

De  p  in  the  heart  of  Siddim’s  odious  vale, 

Impregnating  with  death'  each  tainted  gale. 

The  black  Afphaltes  from  its  flimy  bed 

Sees  pitchy  clouds,  fulphureouo  vapours,  fpread.- 

Let  Mecca  tell,  big  with  afpiring  fchemes.- 
Seraphic  trances,  counterfeited  dreams, 

How  fubtle  Mahomet,  of  fervile  birth. 

Diffus’d  his  tenets  thro’  th’  adonifh’d  earth, 

By  fire  and  fvvord  the  Nations  undeceiv’d 
Confefs’d  their  former  errors,  and  believ’d. 

In  Judah’s  foil  the  tree  of  knowledge  grew, 

Whofe  fruit  unfound,  yet  fpecious  to  the  view, 

Entrufled  to  the  treacherous  Levite’s  care. 

Fell,  ere  it  ripen’d,  in  that  baleful  air  ; 

Relentlefs  Cowards !  with  a  brutal  hand 
Urging  their  fraudful  progrefs  thro’  the  land. 

O’er  Nature’s  parting  agonies  they  trod, 

And  flaughter’d  millions  in  the  name  of  God, 

Each  right  of  arms  infringing,  nor  forbore 
To  dip  their  reeking  blades  in  infant  gore  ; 

Till  mighty  confcience,  whofe  prevailing  call 
Opes  the  dread  volume  of  her  laws  to  all. 
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Bewail’d  them  darken’d  by  fo  drong  a  taint,' 

That  none  difcern’d  the  villain  from  the  faint. 

Far  other  fame  the  Chridian  dodtrine  gain’d. 

From  Heaven  tranfmitted,  and  by  Heaven  maintain’d* 
With  fcepter’d  arrogance  to  vex  the  earth, 

Yet  moft  thofe  realms  which  gave  his  grandeur  birth, 
To  make  divided  Faith  and  Virtue  foes. 

On  its  firm  bafe  no  fecond  David  rofe : 

Yet  from  this  pure  and  unpolluted  fource. 

Ere  long,  the  dreams  in  a  perverted  courfe 
Ran  foul :  Fanatics  foon  began  to  call 
Merit  a  found,  Religion  all  in  all  j 
Infuriate  Frieds  the  bonds  of  nature  tore, 

And  Perfecution  drench’d  the  world  with  gore. 

Arm’d  with  the  Crofs,  o’er  Ada’s  ravag’d  lands. 

See  fainted  Champions  pour  their  defperate  bands, 

A  dreaming  Hermit  leads  them,  and  aloud 
Preaches  falvation  to  the  frantic  crowd  : 

Zeal  whets  the  poniard,  and  with  ruthiefs  joy 
They  come,  they  fack,  they  ravifli,  they  deftroy, 

The  Mufe  reiedtinv  this  hidcric  draught 

JO  O 

With  bitter  truths,  dried  tedimonies  fraught. 

Its  civil  difeords,  and  religious  drife 
O’erlooks,  to  take  a  fairer  view  of  life  ; 

Borne  on  the  rapid  wings  of  Thought  fhe  dies, 

Opes  new  creations,  feeks  for  other  Ikies, 

Revolving  all  that  fportive  Ovid  told 
Of  cloudlefs  fans,  of  ages  wing’d  with  gold, 
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Thofe  ages,  when  in  Peneus’  chearful  grove 
Man  knew  no  forrows,  no  difeafe  but  Love  ; 

When  Nature’s  felf  was  unconftrain’d  and  young. 
And  Bards  rang’d  lawlefs  as  the  Gods  they  fung. 

Ye  happier  times  of  innocence  and  truth, 
Pleaflng  inftru&ors  of  my  thoughtlefs  youth. 

When  none  the  image  of  his  God  belied. 

No  Minions  crouch’d  beneath  a  Sultan’s  pride. 

No  wealth  enfnar’d,  no  poverty  diftrefs’d. 

No  ruffians  plunder’d,  and  no  kings  opprefs’d  j 
Tho’  doom’d  to  grovel  in  a  bafer  age, 

Will  I  from  Memory’s  enchanting  page 
Retrace  your  fcatter’d  annals. — When  of  old 
Arcadia’s  peaceful  fnepherds  uncontroul’d 
Their  ranging  flocks  thro’  boundlefs  pastures' drove. 
Or  tun’d  their  pipes  beneath  the  myrtle  grove. 
Their  laws  on  brazen  tablets  unimpreft 
Were  deeply  grav’d  on  each  ingenuous  bread. 

No  proud  Vicegerent  of  Aftrea  reign’d, 

Aftrea’s  felf  her  own  decrees  maintain’d. 

Books,  ufelefs  lumber,  yet  in  embryo  flepU, 

No  Damon  rav’d  in  rhime,  no  Delia  wept ; 

Nor  had,  nor  needed  they  the  cafuift’s  page. 

Plain  were  the  duties  of  that  Ampler  age  : 

For  Nature,  bcft  of  mothers,  pleas’d  to  tcac't 
Virtues  no  modern  theorift  can  reach  ; 

With  characters  indelible,  on  high 
Blazon’d  her  fyftem  of  Equality., 
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Ala^ !  how  gladly  would  Illnflon’s  beam 
For  ever  vibrate  on  this  glittering  theme  : 

Here  let  me  ftnifli  ;  nor,  my  foul  to  wring. 

From  Fable’s  fweets  proceed  to  Fable’s  fling  : 

I  mull ; — thefe  fairy  dreams  have  had  their  fpace. 
And  now  the  dreadlul  fequel  claims  a  place. 

Like  the  prefamptuous  Mariner,  whofe  fails, 

Wafted  from  port  with  foftEtefian  gales. 

Urge  his  o’erweening  eagernefs  to  brave 
Without  a  Pilot  the  perfidious  wave, 

Soon  o’er  whofe  bark  th’  impetuous  tempefts  fweep, 
And  bury  11  his  fortunes  in  the  deep  : 

Seduc’d  by  Fancy’s  charms,  amidfl;  a  grove 
Of  pleafing  errors  have  I  dar’d  to  rove. 

Till,  half  defponding,  comfortlefs,  aghaft, 

I  but  furvey  bright  Freedom’s  form  at  laft, 

To  fee  her  perilh  by  as  fure  a  wound 

Mid  thefe  enchantments,  as  cn  vulgar  ground. 

Fond  Epiinetheus  1  when  thy  lucklefs  hand 
Scatter’d  Pandora’s  curfes  o’er  the  land. 

Forth  from  the  cafket  glittering  to  the  view 
Scepters,  and  crowns,  delulive  trumpery,  flew; 
Man  ey’d  the  bait,  and  with  an  ideot  joy 
Eagerly  rufh’d  to  fnatch  the  gilded  toy : 

Freedom  thenceforth,  and  Peace,  and  Juflice  fled. 
Infernal  Difcord  rear’d  her  fnaky  head 
From  blackefl:  Erebus,  whofe  fcorpions  hurl’d 
By  drafed  Oppreflion  curb’d  a  wretched  world; 
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too  late  remorfc  congeal’d  each  guilty  foul, 

And  forky  lightnings  flafh’d  from  pole  to  pole, 

Where-e’er  we  fearch  the  vaft  inftru&ive  page 
Of  Faft,  or  Fiftion,  we  in  every  age 
See  Saints  impal’d  and  tortur’d  at  the  flake 
Thro’  fervent  zeal,  and  for  Religion’s  fake ; 
Murders  and  forceries,  and  Men,  whole  heart 
Ne’er  prompted  one  humane,  one  generous  part, 
While  fome  vain  Mortal*  arbiter  of  ill. 

Govern’d  the  reft  ;  at  whofe  imperious  will 
Millions  of  flaughter’d  Heroes  bit  the  duft 
To  foothe  a  Tyrant’s  pride,  a  Strumpet’s  lull  j 
Till  loathing  both  the  prefent,  and  the  pall. 

We  learn  this  melancholy  truth  at  laft  ; 

“  On  Life’s  rough  fea  by  ftormy  paftions  toft, 

1‘  Freedom  and  Virtue  were  together  loft.” 

Shame  on  our  vaunted  reufon,  when  we  find 
No  creature  elfe  fo  fenfelefs,  arid  fo  blind  ; 

The  Brutes  indeed  to  force  fuperior  yield. 

And  leave  the  ftrongeft  mafter  of  the  field. 

Vet  this  imperial  claim  to  none  defcends, 

With  the  pofteflor’s  ftrength  his  title  ends ; 

Nor,  if  their  enterprizlng  Leader  c  11s, 

Do  they  forfake  their  well-replenifh’d  flails. 

And  with  heroic  frenzy  rifk  their  life. 

Fomenting  fome  unneceffary  ftrife. 

Unfall’n,  arid  uncorrupted,  they  fulfil 
,  -Their  Nature’s  end,  their  mighty  Maker’s  will : 

Vol.IV,  Q. 


Stoop 


(  242  ) 

Stoop  then,  ye  fons  ofReafon,  Hoop,  and  owa 
The  verieft  beaft  more  worthy  of  a  throne. 

The  Chain,  whofe  two  Extremities  unite, 
Prefentin'g  ftill  a  middle  to  our  fight. 

Where  link  by  link  in  fruitlefs  fearch  we  tend. 
Yet  find  not  a  beginning,  or  an  end. 

Talk  as  we  pleafe,  diffemble  how  we  can, 
Prefents  a  juft  fimilitude  of  Man  ; 

Who,  in  each  ftate  of  life  conftrain’d  to  own 
A  ftricl  derendance,  ufelefs  when  alone. 
Cleaves,  tho’  a  Monarch,  to  his  native  dung, 
And  venerates  the  foil  from  whence  he  fprung. 

View  fir  ft  the  Slave,  whom  his  unhappy  fate 
In  galling  fetters  to  fome  foreign  ftate 
Tears  from  his  deareft;  home  ;  there  bafely  fold 
By  thofe,  who  truck  humanity  for  gold. 

Abus’d,  negledled,  linking  with  diftrefs, 

When  all  is  dark,  and  Hope  alone  can  blefs ; 
Ev’n  then  thro’  Life’s  dim  curtain  he  defcries 
Some  happier  regions,  and  ferener  Ikies, 

Where  Commerce  never  rears^  her  impious  head. 
No  Fiends  approach,  no  Miflionaries  tread. 

Next  him  the  Feafant,  whofe  incefiant  toil, 
Harlly  requited,  tills  the  rugged  foil, 

Prefs’d  by  the  barbarous  infults  of  the  great, 

The  foolilh  prodigality  of  ftate  : 
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Vet  fits  low  couch  no  thorny  cares  moleft, 

His  even  fpirits  yield  unbroken  reft. 

Thofe  reftlefs  Beings  next  in  order  place, 

Whofe  motley  ftations  wear  a  doubtful  face. 

Who  dragg’d  by  Fortune  into  Middie  Life, 

That  vortex  of  malevolence  and  ftrife, 

Envying  the  great,  and  fcoffing  at  the  mean. 

Or  fwol’n  with  pride;  or  wafted  with  chagrin. 

Like  Mahomet’s  unfettled  allies,  dwell, 

Midway  fufpended;  between  Heaven  and  Hell. 

Clad  with  thofe  Titles  antiertt  Juftice  gave 
To  grace  the  wife,  the  generous,  and  the  brave; 

O’er  thefe  afeend  the  Sycophants  of  Power, 

Their  mailer’s  tools,  the  minions  of  ah  hour. 

Laft  of  the  Group,  to  clofe  this  irkfome  feene, 
Childilhly  great,  and  eminently  mean, 

Behold  the  Monarch,  whofe  exalted  throne. 

Dupes  to  their  fear,  his  Eaftern  Vafi'als  own  ; 

When  by  the  toil,  which  earns  the  Hiiid’s  hard  bread.; 
His  fplendor  is  maintain’d;  his  lux’ly  fed  j 
Is  not  a  wretch  like  this,  to  either  fide 
Of  Life’s  perverfe  extremities  allied? 

Here  to  its  fource  the  Hne  revolving  tends, 

Here  clofe  the  points;  and  here  the  circle  efids. 

When  lull,  when  rapine,  when  ungovern’d  rage 
Strongly  charafterh’d  the  iron  age, 

oi  I 
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Law  foon  became  a  necefiary  ill. 

Vice  edg’d  the  fword,  and  gave  it  force  to  kill  j 
Monarchs,  we  fee,  were  then  at  firft  defign’d 
A  general  good,  a  blefiing  unconfin’d  : 

For  public  welfare,  not  for  private  ends. 

From  fire  to  fon  the  regal  crown  defcends. 

When  Kings  fupport  afilifted  Virtue’s  caufe. 

Curb  potent  Vice,  and  vindicate  the  laws. 

Our  high  refpeft  defervedly  they  lhare. 

Not  for  themfelves,  but  for  the  truft  they  bear. 

As  on  the  fiippery  pinnacle  they  Hand 
Of  brittle  grandeur,  with  rapacious  hand 
If  they  aflume  unlimited  domain, 

And  madly  govern  with  perverted  rein 
The  vail  Machine  of  Empire  ;  to  the  Ikies 
Afcend  the  widow’s  tears,  the  orphan’s  cries ; 

A  Cato’s  fjpirit,  or  a  Cicero’s  tongue 
With  keen  refentment  animates  the  throng ; 

Some  Hampden  hears  his  gafping  country’s  groan, 
And  in  juft  vengeance  Ihakes  a  guilty  throne. 

Should  inaufpicious  Fortune  tear  away 
From  Virtue’s  grafip  the  triumphs  of  a  day, 
Should  Tyranny,  by  long  fuccefs  grown  great, 
Crufh  the  defencelefs  victims  of  her  hate. 

Grim  Superftition  with  an  haggard  eye 
Points  to  the  fpoils,  and  rears  her  torch  on  high. 
From  regal  conqueft  her  own  inference  draws. 
And  blends  with  that  of  Heaven  its  dearer  caufe. 
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Blind  to  the  treacherous  fnare,  when  Fate  decreecl 
That  Troy  Ihould  perilh  by  the  wooden  deed ; 

The  reft  flood  fix’d  with  heiitating  fear, 

While  bold  Laocoon  hurl’d  his  forceful  fpear 
Again!!  the  monfter,  from  whofe  knotty  fide 
Refounding  arms,  and  Grecian  Ihrieks  replied  : 

Stung  by  a  fnake  the  pious  Prieft  expir’d, 

While  Folly  gaz’d,  and  Ignorance  admir’d  ; 

Th  is  moral  curb’d  th’  infatuated  crew — 

“  The  facrilegious  wretch  Minerva  flew.” 

When  virtuous  s  Greville  thus  in  civil  ftrife 
Crown’d  with  that  honeft  prayer  his  clofing  life  ; 

Can  we  unmov’d  with  indignation  bear 
To1  fee  grave  Clarendon,  whofe  ftile,  whofe  air, 
’Twixt  tortur’d  fadls,  and  feripture-phrafes  quaint, 
Shews  half  the  royalift,  and  half  the  faint, 

Stamp  on  his  allies  with  a  dotard’s  pride. 

And  execrate  the  caufe  for  which  he  died  ? 

Ye  fields  of  Nafeby,  where  the  thundering  hand 
Of  Freedom  greatly  profper’d  ;  where  that  band 
Of  hardy  Patriots  refolutely  bore, 

^Thro’  florins  of  horror,  and  thro’  feas  of  gore. 

Their  country’s  charter,  fnatch’d  in  happieft  hour 
From  Sacerdotal  wrath,  and  Kingly  power  : 

Oft  as  your  towers,  on  which  dread  Vengeance  wrote 
Strong  chara&ers,  and  blafted  where  fhe  fmote, 

t  Lord  Brooke,  fee  Claren  don’s  Hiftory. 

Qj 
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In  youth’s  gay  feaftm  fix’d  my  roving  eye. 

How  did  I  hail  that  feene  of  victory ! 

Ev’n  now  methinks  I  fee  brave  Fairfax  tread 
Th’  enfanguin’d  plain  ; — to  gr.ace  the  warrior’s  head 
From  Fame’s  unfullied  grove  let  Virtue  bring 
Thofe  laurels  green  with  everlafting  fpring  : 
Illullrious  meed,  too  oft  profufely  ilrewn 
To  deck  the  precincts  of  Ambition’s  throne, 

To  crown  fome  proud  Infringer  of  the  laws : 

But  due  to  vengeance,  due  to  Britain's  caufe. 

Nor,  tho’  the  Mufe  forlorn  and  helplefs  liray 
O’er  thy  bare  coaft,  nor  glean  one  fragrant  bay. 
Bleak  Caledonia,  (halt  thou  pafs  unfung. 

For  Freedom  on  thy  hills  her  arm  new-ftrung : 

Winn  thy  firm  fons,  who  lov’d  the  public  weal. 

Or  inly  burn’d  to  fee  tyrannic  Zeal 
Againlt  their  altars  lift  an  impious  hand. 

And  threat  th’  accuftom’d  worlhip  of  the  land. 

From  their  huge  cliffs  defeending  like  a  flood, 

Stood  forth,  prepar’d  to  feat  their  faith  with  bloody 
At  their  approach  while  perjur’d  Holland  fled, 

Falfe  to  Ms  Mailer’s  cau£e,  his  Mailer’s  bed  ; 

And  Hierarchy,  that  fiend,  whom  Scripture  paint3 
Trunk  with  the  blood  of  Martyrs  and  of  Sai  n  ts, 
Confign’d  by  Fate  in  penal  chains  to  dwell. 

Slunk  unregarded  to  her  native  hell. 

Curfe  on  the  Ihouts  of  that  licentious  Throng, 
Whofe  merriment  (more  brutal  than  the  fong 
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Of  mad  Agave,  when  wild  Hi'mus  o’er 
Her  Pcntheus’ mangled  limbs  the  mother  bore;) 
Proclaims  the  fall  of  Liberty  ye  lhades 
Of  mighty  Chiefs,  from  your  Elydan  glades 
Look  down  benign,  avert  the  dire  prefage. 

Nor  with  two  Charles’s  brand  one  finful  age, 

O,  my  poor  country  1  what  capricious  tide 
Of  Fortune  fwells  the  Tyrant’s  motley  pride  1 
Around  his  brows  yon  feryile  Prelates  twine 
The  dale  and  blafted  wreath  of  Right  Divine ; 

While  Harlots,  like  the  Coan  Venus  fair. 

Move  their  light  feet  to  each  lafcivious  air. 

Hence  with  your  orgies ! — righteous  Heaven  ordains 
A  purer  worfhip,  lefs  audacious  drains. 

When  falls  by  William’s  fword  (as  foon  it  mud) 

This  Edifice  of  bigotry  and  lud. 

The  Mufe  (hall  dart  from  her  inglorious  trance. 

And  give  to  Satire’s  grafp  her  vengeful  lance. 

At  Truth’s  historic  (brine  (hall  victims  ftnoke. 

And  a  frefh  Stuart  bleed  at  every  ftroke  : 

Thine  too,  perfidious  Albemarle  (whofe  fieel. 

Drawn  to  proteft  embrojl’d  Britannia’s  weal. 

Shrunk  from  thy  coward  arm,  confign’d  the  reins 
Of  power  to  Charles,  and  forg’d  a  nation’s  chains) 
Compar’d  with  nobler  villainies  of  old. 

High  deeds,  on  plates  of  adamant  enroll’d. 

Shall  meet  the  felon’s  undillinguilh’d  fate. 

Sure  of  contempt,  unworthy  of  our  hate. 

<U 
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Once  more  emerging  from  this  baleful  reign 
Oi  Stuart  Kings,  and  from  the  Pontiff’s  chain. 

By  Boyne’s  fwift  current  Freedom  rear’d  her  head. 

When  from  thofe  banks  the  Papal  Tyrant  fled  $ 

Then  every  vale  with  lo  Paeans  rung 
As  the  glad  reaper  at  his  harveft  fung. 

Thee,  great  Naffau,  benevolently  brave. 

Equally  born  to  conquer,  and  to  fave, 

When  Glory’s  founding  trump  to  Gallia’s  ftiore, 

Th’  exulting  Ihouts  of  Britifli  Freedom  bore, 

Pifmay’d  fhe  fa\y  the  kindling  ardor  burn, 

And  Seine  hung  trembling  o’er  her  wafted  urn. 

Warm  with  the  fame  benevolence  of  mind. 

Friends  to.  the  native  rights  of  human  kind. 

Succeeding  Kings  extend  the  generous  plan. 

And  Brunf\yick  perfefts  what  Naffau  began. 

Thrice  happy  Albion !  in  whefe  favour’d  land 
Impartial  Juftice  with  a  fteady  hand 
poifes  the  feales  of  empire  ;  where  the  names 
Qf  fervile  tenure,  and  the  feudal  claims 
Of  Norman  Peers  in  mufty  tomes  decay. 

Swept  by  obliterating  years  away. 

But  if  in  Fa&Ion’s  loud  and  empty  ftrain 
You  frontlefs  rabble  vex  a  gentle  reign, 

]n  Peace  itfelf  ideal  dangers  find. 

Provoke  new  wars,  and  challenge  half  mankind  ; 

.What  tho’  another  Tuily  at  their  head 

From  breaft  to  breaft  the  rank  contagion  fpread  : 

Say, 
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Say,  what  are  we?  fome  penfion’d  Patriot’s  tools, 

Meer  artlefs,  unfufpedling,  Britifh  fools; 

Born  in  a  changeful  clime,  beneath  a  Iky 
Whence  llorms  defcend,  and  hovering  vapours  fly. 
Stung  with  the  fever,  tortur’d  with  the  fpleen, 
Boilteroufly  merry,  churlilhly  ferene. 

By  each  vague  blaft  dejefted  or  elate, 

Dupes  in  their  love,  immoderate  in  their  hate. 

With  ftrange  formality,  or  beariih  eafe, 

Then  molt  difguflful,  when  they  Itrive  to  pleafe, 

No  happy  mean  the  fons  of  Albion  know. 

Their  wavering  tempers  ever  ebb  and  flow. 

Rank  contraries,  in  nothing  they  agrees 
Untaught  to  ferve,  unable  to  be  free. 

• 

While  parties  rage,  O  Truth!  with  honell  zeal 
To  thee,  prote&refs  of  my  lays,  I  kneel; 

(0  deign  to  lhew  me  in  their  real  light, 

Stript  of  that  glare  which  cheats  the  dazzled  fight. 

The  Chiefs,  whofe  blazon’d  deeds  and  founding  wortk 
Ufurp  a  fphere  above  the  fons  of  earth  ; 

Ope  dark  Futurity’s  inftrudlive  womb, 

Conduft  me  to  the  manfions  of  the  tomb. 

Where  titles  ceafe,  where  worldly  pomp  is  o’er. 

Mute  are  the  Nine,  and  Flattery  foothes  no  more  : 

So  may  I  take  a  more  impartial  view. 

Forget  the  rank,  and  give  the  man  his  due. 
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Yet  what  regards  it  or  the  world,  or  me. 

How  Fame  awards  her  podhumous  decree. 

If  man,  unconfcious  of  her  loaded  breath. 

Sleep  a  cold  tenant  of  tire  vale  of  death  ? 

Let  the  del’rious  Siamois  compute 
How  Scmmonokodon  his  worfirinp’d  brute. 

Thro’  being’s  long  progrefiive  ft  ages  trod, 

Began  an  Ox,  and  ended  in  a  God. 

Our  fleeting  fouls  let  the  weak  *  Samian  trace 
In  birds,  in  beads,  and  all  the  finny  race  ; 

Thefe  bafeiefs  fcrudtures,  fiftions  light  and  vain. 
Coin’d  in  the  foldings  of  an  idle  brain. 

To  their  abfurd  inventors  I  refign. 

They  are  not  in  the  Church’s  creed,  or  mine. 

But  lhall  the  Peafant  from  his  turf-bound  grave 
Or  rife  no  more,  or  wake  again  a  Slave  r 
And  Cralb die  Monarch  in  a  future  date, 

Y/ith  the  fame  vifionary  pomp  elate. 

Refume  the  trappings  of  his  lod  command. 

And  wield  a  mimic  fcepter  in  his  hand  ? 

The’  gloomy  Bigots  paint  a  partial  God, 

Bare  his  red  arm,  and  lift  his  fcorpion  rod  ; 

Tho’  on  a  text  perverting  Zealots^  dwell, 

Till  Scripture  fuits  the  purpofes  of  hell ; 

Think  for  thyfelf ; — fuppofe  life’s  voyage  o’er ; 
Think  for  thyfelf,  and  envy  Kings  no  more  : 

£  Pythagoras. 
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Jlefign’d  and  calm  await  that  awful  hour. 

That  crifis  of  all  fublunary  power, 

When  wreaths  of  glory  fhall  adorn  the  Juft, 

And  Empire’s  proud  Coloftus  finlc  to  duft. 

A.AAA.AA/ 
V  'v'  v  V  V  V  \ 

j,  O  V  E  ELEGIES. 

B  Y  - - . 

ELEGY  I. 

V  |  'IS  night,  dead  night;  and  o’er  the  plain 
JL  Darknefs  extends  her  ebon  ray. 

While  wide  along  the  gloomy  feene 
Deep  Silence  holds  her  folemn  fway: 

Throughout  the  earth  no  chearful  beam 
The  melancholic  eye  furveys, 

Save  where  the  worm’s  fantaftic  gleam 
The  ’nighted  traveller  betrays  : 

The  favage  race  (fo  Heaven  decrees) 

No  longer  thro’  the  foreft  rove; 

All  nature  refts,  and  not  a  breeze 
Difturbs  the  ftillnefs  of  the  grove  ; 

All 

'  v 
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All  nr.tars  refts ;  in  Sleep’s  foft  arma 
The  village  >  wain  forgets  his  care  : 

Sleep,  that  the  fling  of  Sorrow  charms. 
And  heals  all  fadneis  bat  Defpair  ; 

Defpair  alone  her  power  denies, 

And,  when  the  fun  withdraws  his  rays, 

'To  the  wild  beach  diftracted  flies. 

Or  chearlefs  thro’  the  defart  ftrays  ; 

Or,  to  the  church-yard’s  horrors  led. 
While  fearful  echoes  burfl  around. 

On  fosne  cold  (lone  he  leans  his  head. 

Or  throws  his  body  on  the  ground. 

To  tome  rrrch  drear  2nd  folemn  fcene. 
Some  friendly  power  direct  my  way, 

Where  pale  Misfortune’s  haggard  train. 
Sad  luxury!  delight  to  ftray. 

Wrapp’d  in  the  {blitary  gloom. 

Retir’d  from  life’s  fantaftic  crew, 

Rcfign’d,  I’ll  wait  my  final  doom. 

And  bid  the  bufy  world  adieu. 

The  world  has  now  no  joy  for  me. 

Nor  can  life  now  one  pleafure  boafi. 

Since  all  my  eyes  defir  d  to  fee, 

'My  wifh,  my  hope,  my  all,  is  loft ; 
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Since  fhe,  To  form’d  to  pieafe  and  blef?. 

So  wife,  fo  innocent,  fo  fair, 

Wliofe  converfe  fwect  made  forrow  lefs. 
And  brighten’d  all  the  gloom  of  care, 

Since  Ihe  is  loft  — Ye  powers  divine, 

What  have  I  done,  or  thought,  or  faid, 

O  fay,  what  horrid  adt  of  mine 

Has  drawn  this  vengeance  on  my  head  l 

Why  Ihould  Heaven  favour  Lycon’s  claims 
Why  are  my  heart’s  beft  wifhes  croft? 

What  fairer  deeds  adorn  his  name? 

What  nobler  merit  can  he  boaft  ? 

What  higher  worth  in  him  was  found 
My  true  heart’s  fervice  to  outweigh  ? 

A  fenfelefs  fop! — A  dull  compound 
Of  fcarcely  animated  clay  * 

He  drefs’d,  indeed,  he  danc’d  with  cafe, 
And  charm’d  her  by  repeating  o’er 

Unmeaning  raptures  in  her  praife. 

That  twenty  fools  had  faid  before : 

But  I,  alas!  who  thought  all  art 

My  paffion’s  force  would  meanly  prove. 

Could  only  boaft  an  honeft  heart. 

And  claim’d  no  merit  but  my  love. 
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Have  I  hot  fate — Ye  confcious  hours- 
Be  witnefs — while  my  Stella  lung. 

From  morn  to  eve,  with  ail  my  powers 
Rapt  in  th’  enchantment  of  her  tongue  ! 

Ye  confcious  hours,  that  faiv  nte  ftand 
Entranc’d  in  wonder  and  furprize, 

In  filent  rapture  prefs  her  hand, 

With  paflion  burfting  from  my  eves* 

Have  I  not  lov’d  r — O  earth  and  Heaven  ! 

Where  now  is  all  my  youthful  boaft  ? 

The  dear  exchange  I  hop’d  was  given 
For  flighted  fame  and  fortune  loll'  1 

Where  now  the  joys  that  once  were  mine  ? 

Where  all  my  hopes  of  future  biifs  f 
Mufti  thofejoys,  thefe  hopes  refign  ? 

Is  all  her  friendlhip  come  to  this  ? 

Muft  then  each  woman  faithlefs  prove* 

And  each  fond  lover  be  undone  ? 

Are  vows  no  more !— Almighty  Love  1 
The  fad  remembrance  let  me  Ihun ! 

It  will  not  be - My  honeft  heart 

The  dear  fad  image  ftill  retains ; 

And,  fpight  of  reafon,  ipight  of  art. 

The  dreadful  memory  remains. 

Ye 


Ye  powers  divine,  wlicfe  wondrous  Soil 
Deep  in  tiie  womb  of  time  can  fee, 

Behold,  I  bend  me  to  your  will. 

Nor  dare  arraign  your  high  decree. 

Let  her  be  bleft  with  health,  with  eafe. 
With  all  your  bounty  has  in  {lore  j 

Let  forrow  cloud  my  future  days. 

Be  Stella  blelV! — I  alk.  no  more. 

But  lo  !  where,  high  in  yonder  eaft. 
The  liar  of  morning  mounts  apace! 

Hence — let  me  fly  th’  unwelcome  gueit. 
And  bid  the  MufeY labour  ceafe. 


VVvVv\ 
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BY  THE  SAME, 


WHEN,  young,  life’s  journey  I  began. 

The  glittering  profpeft  charm’d  my  eyes, 
J  faw  along  th’  extended  plan 
Joy  after  joy  fucceluve  rife  ; 
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And  Fame  her  golden  trumpet  blew; 

And  Power  display’d  her  gorgeous  charms; 
And  Wealth  engag’d  my  wandering  view; 
And  Pleafure  woo’d  me  to  her  arms  : 

To  each  by  turns  my  vows  I  paid. 

As  Folly  led  me  to  admire ; 

While  Fancy  magnified  each  lhade. 

And  Hope  increas’d  each  fond  defire  : 

But  foon  I  found  ’twas  all  a  dream  ; 

And  learn’d  the  fond  purfuit  to  fhun, 

Where  few  can  reach  their  purpos’d  aim> 

And  thoufands  daily  are  undone  : 

And  Fame,  I  found,  was  empty  air  ; 

And  Wealth  had  Terror  for  her  gueft  ; 

And  Pleafure’s  path  was  ftrewn  with  care  j 
And  Power  was  vanity  at  belt. 

Tir’d  of  the  chace,  I  gave  it  o’er  ; 

And,  in  a  far  fequefter’d  lhade. 

To  Contemplation’s  fober  power 
My  youth’s  next  fervices  I  paid. 

’There  Health  and  Peace  adorn’d  the  feene  j 
And  oft,  indulgent  to  my  prayer. 

With  mirthful  eye  and  frolic  mien, 

The  Mufe  would  deign  to  vifit  there': 
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There  would  fhe  oft  delighted  rove 
The  flower-enamell’d  vale  along  ; 

Or  wander  with  me  thro*  the  grove. 

And  liften  to  the  woodlark’s  fong ; 

Or,  ’mid  the  foreft’s  awful  gloom, 

Whilft  wild  amaaement  fill’d  my  eyes* 

Recal  paft  ages  from  the  tomb. 

And  bid  ideal  worlds  arife. 

Thus  in  the  Mufe’s  favour  bleft. 

One  wifh  alone  my  foul  could  frame, 

And  Heaven  beftow’d,  to  crown  the  reft, 
A  friend,  and  Thyrfis  was  his  name. 

For  manly  conftancy,  and  truth. 

And  worth,  uncon'fcious  of  a  ftain, 

He  bloom’d  the  flower  of  Britain’s  youth, 
The  boaft  and  wonder  of  the  plain. 

Still  with  our  years  our  friendfhip  grew  ; 
No  cares  did  then  my  peace  deftroy  ; 

Time  brought  new  bleflings  as  he  flew. 
And  every  hour  was  wing’d  with  joy. 

N 

But  foon  the  blifsful  fcene  was  loft. 

Soon  did  the  fad  reverfe  appear  } 

Love  came,  like  an  untimely  froft. 

To  blaft  the  promife  of  my  year. 

Vol.  IV.  ft 
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I  faw  young  Daphne’s  angel-form, 

(Fool  that  I  was,  I  blefs’d  the  fmart) 

And,  while  I  gaz’d,  nor  thought  of  harm. 

The  dear  infeftion  feiz’d' 'my  heart. 

She  was — at  lead  In  Damon’s  eyes— 

Made’ up  Of  lovelinefs  and  grace. 

Her  heart  a  ftramger  to  difguife. 

Her  mind  as  perfedl  as  her  face  : 

To  hear  her  fpeak,  to  fee  her  move, 

(Unhappy  I,  alas !  the  while) 

Her  voice  was  joy,  her  look  was  love. 

And  Heaven-  was  open’d  in  her  fmilel 

She  heard  me  breathe  my  amorous  prayers, - 
She  liften’d  to  the  tender  drain, 

She  heard  my  fighs,  fhe  faw  my  tears,- 
And  feem’d  at  length  to  fhare  my  pain  : 

Shefaid  fhe  lov’d - and  I,  poor  youth! 

(How  foon,  alas,  can  Hope  perfuade  !) 

Thought  all  fhe  faid  no  more  than  truths 
And  all  my  love  was  well- repaid-. 

In  joys  unknown  to  courts  or  kings. 

With  her  I  fate  the  live-long  day, 

And  faid  and  look’d  fuch  tender  things. 

As  none  befide  could  look  or  fay ! 

fv‘  '  £!bw 
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How  foon  can  Fortune  Ihift  the  fcene. 

And  all  our  earthly  blifs  deftroy? 

Care  hovers  round,  and  Grief’s  fell  train 
Still  treads  upon  the  heels  of  Joy. 

My  age’s  hope,  my  youth’s  bell;  boaft. 

My  foul's  chief  blefling,  and  my  pride, 

Ih  one  fad  moment  all  were  loft. 

And  Daphne  chang’d,  and  Thyrfis  died. 

O  who,  that  heard  her  vows  ere-while. 
Could  dream  thefe  vows  were  infincere  ? 

Or  who  could  think,  that  faw  herfmile. 
That  fraud  could  find  admittance  there  ? 

Yet  Ihe  was  falfe — my  heart  will  break! 

Her  frauds,  her  perjuries  were  fuch — 

Some  other  tongue  than  mine  muft  fpeak— • 

I  have  not  power  to  fay  how  much ! 

Ye  fwains,  hence  warn’d,  avoid  the  bait, 

O  Ihun  her  paths,  the  traitrefs  Ihun! 

Her  voice  is  death,  her  fmile  is  fate. 

Who  hears,  or  fees  her,  is  undone. 

And,  when  Death’s  hand  lhall  clofe  my  eye, 
(For  foon,  I  know,  the  day  will  come) 

O  chear  my  fpirit  with  a  figh. 

And  grave  thefe  lines  upon  my  tomb  ! 

Rj 
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THE  EPITAPH. 

Confign’d  to  dull,  Beneath' this  done,- 
In  manhood’s  prime  is  Damon  laid 

joylefs  he  liv’d,  and  dy’d  unknown 
In  bleak  misfortune’s  barren  lha»e. 

Lov’d  by  the  Mufe,  but  lov’d  in  vain— » 
’Twas  beauty  drew  his  ruin  on  ; 

He  faw  young  Daphne  on  the  plain ; 

He  lov’d,  believ’d,  and- was  undone. 

His  heart  then  funk  beneath  the  dorm, 

(Sad  meed  of  unexampled  truth) 

And  forrow,  like  an  envious  worm. 
Devour’d  the  blofifom  of  his  youth. 

Beneath  this  done  the  youth  is  laid— 

O  greet  his  afhes  with  a  tear ! 

May  Heaven  with  bleflings  crown  his  fliade3 
And  grant  that  peace  he  wanted  here  \ 
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AN  INSCRIPTION 

WRITTEN  UJON  ONE  OF  THE  u  TUBS  IK  .HAM-WALKS, 
SEPTEMBER,  I760. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

DARK  was  the  Jky  with  many  a  cloud. 

The  fearful  lightnings  flafh’d  around. 

Low  to  the  blaft  the  foreft  bow’d. 

And  bellowing  thunders  rock’d  the  ground  ; 

Faft  fell  the  rains  upon  my  head. 

And  weak  and  weary  were  my  feet. 

When  lo !  this  hofpitable  fhed 

At  length  fupply’d  a  kind  retreat. 

That  in  fair  memory’s  faithful  page 
The  bard’s  efcape  may  flourifh  long. 

Yet  (huddering  from  the  tempeft’s  rage. 

He  dedicates  the  votive  fong. 

u  Two  feats  in  Ham-walks,  called  Tubs,  from  their  form,  which 
.refembLes  an  hogfhead  fplit  in  two. 
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For  ever  facred  be  the  earth 

From  whence  the  tree  its  vigour  drew! 
The  hour  that  gave  the  feedling  birth! 
The  foreft  where  the  fcyon  grew  ! 

Long  honour’d  may  his  alhes  reft. 

Who  firft  the  tender  fhoot  did  rear ! 
Bleft  be  his  name! — But  doubly  bleft 
The  friendly  hand  that  plac’d  it  here  ! 

O  ne’er  may  war,  or  wind,  or  wave. 
This  pleafurable  fcene  deform, 

But  time  ftill  fpare  the  feat,  which  gave 
The  poet  fhelter  from  the  ftorm  ! 
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V  E  R  S  E  S 

..WRITTEN  UPON  A  PEDESTAL  BENEATH  A  ROW  OF  ELMS 
IN  A  MEADOW  NEAR  RICHMOND  FERRY,  BELONGING 
TO  RICHARD  OWEN  CAMBRIDGE,  E  S  SEPTEMBER 

I760. 

B  Y  THE  SAME. 


w  T7E  green-hair’ d  Nymphs,  whom  Pan  allows 
JL  To  guard  from  harm  thefe  favour’d  boughs  ; 
Ye  blue-ey’d  Naiads  of  the  dream. 

That  foQthe  the  warm  poetic  dream  ; 

Ye  elves  and  fprights,  that  thronging  round, 

•Wheh  midnight  darkens  all  the  ground. 

In  antic  meafures  uncontroul’d. 

Your  fairy  fports  and  revels  hold. 

And  up  and  down,  where-e’er  ye  pa.fs. 

With  many  a  ringlet  print  the  grafs ; 

If  e’er  the  bard  hath  hail’d  your  power 
At  morn’s  grey  dawn,  or  evening  hour ; 

w  The  firft  line  of  this  little  piece  is  borrowed  from  an  Ode  of  Mr. 
Mafom’s,  publifhed  in  Dodfley’s  Mifcellanies. 
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If  e’er  by  moon-light  on  the  plain 

Your  ears  have  caught  th’  enraptur’d  ftrain  3 

From  every  flow’ret’s  velvet  head, 

From  reverend  Thames’s  oozy  bed, 

From  thefe  mofs’d  elms,  where,  prifon’d  deep^ 
Conceal’d  from  human  eyes,  ye  deep, 

If  thefe  your  haunts  be  worth  your  care. 

Awake,  arife,  and  hear  my  prayer ! 

O  banifh  from  this  peaceful  plain 
The  perjur’d  nymph,  the  faithlefs  fwain. 

The  ftubborn  heart,  that  fcorns  to  bow 
And  harfh  rejects  the  honeft  vow  : 

The  fop,  who  wounds  the  virgin’s  ear. 

With  aught  that  fenfe  would  blufh  to  hear. 

Or,  falfe  to  honour,  mean  and  vain. 

Defames  the  worth  he  cannot  ftain  : 

The  light  coquet,  with  various  art. 

Who  calls  her  net  for  every  heart. 

And  fmiling  flatters  to  the  chace 
Alike  the  worthy  and  the  bafe  : 

The  dame,  who,  proud  of  virtue’s  praife^ 

Is  happy  if  a  Filler  firays. 

And,  confcious  of  unclouded  fame. 

Delighted,  fpreads  the  tale  of  fhame; 
put  far,  O!  banifh’d  far  be  they, 

Who  hear  unmov’d  the  orphan’s  cry, 

Who  fee,  nor  wifh  to  wipe  away 

The  tear  that  dwells  the  widow’s  eye j 

The 
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The  unloving  man,  whofe  narrow  mind 
Difdains  to  feel  for  human-kind. 

At  others’  blifs  whofe  cheek  ne’er  glows, 

Whofe  breaft  ne’er  throbs  with  others’  woes, 
Whofe  hoarded  fum  of  private  joys 
His  private  care  alone  deftroys ; 

Ye  fairies  caft  your  fpells  around. 

And  guard  from  fuch  this  hallow’d  ground  J 

But  welcome  all,  who  figh  with  truth. 

Each  conftant  maid  and  faithful  youth, 

Whom  mutual  love  alone  hath  join’d. 

Sweet  union  of  the  willing  mindl 
Hearts  pair’d  in  Heaven,  not  meanly  fold, 
Law-licens’d  prollitutes  for  gold: 

And  welcome  thrice,  and  thrice  again. 

The  chofen  few,  the  worthy  train, 

Whofe  fteady  feet,  untaught  to  ftrav, 

Still  tread  where  virtue  marks  the  way; 

Whofe  fouls  no  thought,  whofe  hands  have  known 
No  deed,  which  honour  might  not  own  ; 

Who,  torn  with  pain,  or  Hung  with  care. 

In  others’  blifs  can  claim  a  part. 

And,  in  life’s  brighteft  hour,  can  lhare 
Each  pang  that  wrings  another’s  heart : 

Ye  guardian  fpirits,  when  fuch  ye  fee. 

Sweet  peace  be  theirs,  and  welcome  fre«! 

Clear  be  the  Iky  from  clouds  or  Ihowers! 

Green  be  the  turf,  and  frelh  the  flowers ! 


And 
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And  that  the  youth,  w-hofe  pious  care 
Lays  on  your  Ihrine  this  honeft  prayer, 

May,  with  the  reft,  admittance  gain. 

And  vifit  oft  this  pleafant  fcene, 

Let  all  who  love  the  Mufe  attend  : 

Who  loves  the  Mufe  is  Virtue’s  friend! 

Such  then  -alone  may  venture  here, 

Who,  free  from  guilt,  are  free  from  fear; 

V/hofe.  wide  affections  can  embr  ce 
The  whole  extent  of  human  race  ; 

Whom  Virtue  and  her  friends  approve ; 

Whom  Cambridge  and  the  Mufes  love. 

THE  RECANTATION, 

AN  ODE. 

B  Y - . 

BY  Love  too  long  depriv’d  of  reft, 

(Fell  tyrant  of  the  human  breaft!) 

His  vaffal  long,  and  worn  with  pain. 

Indignant  late  I  fpurn’d  the  chain  ; 

In  verfe,  in  profe,  I  fung  and  fwore 
No  charms  fhould  e’er  enflave  me  more, 
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Hor  neck,  nor  hair,  nor  lip,  nor  eye. 

Again  ftiould  force  one  tender  figh. 

As,  taught  by  Heaven *s  informing  power. 
From  every  fruit  and  every  flower. 

That  nature  opens  to  the  view. 

The  bee  extracts  the  nedlar-dew  ; 

A  vagrant  thus,  and  free  to  change. 

From  fair  to  fair  I  vow’d  to  range. 

And  part  from  each  without  regret 
As  pleas’d  and  happy  as  I  met. 

Then  Freedom’s  praife  infpir’d  my  tongue. 
With  Freedom’s  praife  the  vallies  rung, 

And  every  night  and  every  day 
My  heart  thus  pour’d  th’  enraptur’d  lay  ; 

“  My  cares  are  gone,  my  forrows  ceafe, 

“  My  breaft  regains  its  wonted  peace, 

“  And  joy  and  hope  returning  prove. 

That  Reafon  is  too  ftrong  for  Love.” 

Such  was  my  boaft— but,  ah!  how  vain? 
How  lhort  was  Reafon’s  vaunted  reign ! 

The  firm  refolve  I  form’d  ere-while. 

How  weak,  oppos’d  to  Clara’s  fmile  ! 
Chang’d  is  the  ffrain — The  vallies  round 
With  Freedom’s  praife  no  more  refound. 

But  every  night  and  every  day 
My  full  heart  pour’d  the  alter’d  lav. 
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Offended  deity,  whofe  power 
My  rebel  tongue  but  now  forfwore. 

Accept  my  penitence  fincere, 

My  crime  forgive,  and  grant  my  prayer  1 
Let  not  thy  flave,  condemn’d  to  mourn. 

With  unrequited  pafiion  burn  ; 

With  Love’s  foft  thoughts  her  breafl  infpire. 

And  kindle  there.an  equal  fire  ! 

It  is  not  beauty’s  gaudy  flower, 

(The  empty  triumph  of  an  hour) 

Nor  pra&is’d  wiles  of  female  art. 

That  now  fubdue  my  deftin’d  heart : 

O  no! — ’Tis  Heaven,  whofe  wondrous  hand 
A  tranfcript  of  itfelf  hath  plann’d. 

And  to  each  outward  grace  hath  join’d 
Each,  lovelier  feature  of  the  mind. 

Thefe  charms  fhall  lafl,  when  others  fly. 

When  rofes  fade,  and  lilies  die; 

When  that  dear  eye’s  declining  beam 
Its  living  fire  no  more  fhall  fiream  : 

Blefl  then,  and  happy  in  my  chain. 

The  fong  of  Freedom  flows  in  vain  ; 

Nor  Reafon’s  harfh  reproof  I  fear, 

ForReafon's  felf  is  Paflion  here. 

O  dearer  far  than  wealth  or  fame, 
fVj'y  daily  thought,  my  nightly  dream. 

If 
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If  yet  no  youth’s  fuccefsful  art 
$Sweet  Hope)  hath  touch’d  thy  gentle  heart. 
If  yet  no  fwain  hath  bleft  thy  choice. 
Indulgent  hear  thy  Damon’s  voice  ; 

From  doubts,  from  fears  his  bofom  free. 

And  bid'  him  live — for  Love  and  Thee! 


ODE  TO  HORROR. 


IN  THE  ALLEGORIC,  DESCRIPTIVE,  ALLITERATIVE, 

'  EPITHETICAL,  FANTASTIC,  HYPERBOLICAL,  ANEr 
BIABOLICAL  STYLE  OF  OUR  MODERN  ODt-WRIOHTS, 
AND  MONODY-MONGERS, 

B  Y - - 

O  GODDESS  of  the  gloomy  fcene. 

Of  lhadowy  fhape3  thou  black-brow’d  queec  } 
Thy  treffes  dark  with  ivy  crown’d. 

On  yonder  mouldering  abby  found  ; 

Oft  wont  from  charnels  damp  and  dim 
To  call  the  fheeted  fpedtre  grim. 

While  as  his  loofe  chains  loudly  clink, 

Thou  add’ft  a  length  to  every  link  : 

©  thetiy 
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O  thou,'  that  lov’fl  at  eve  to  feek 
The  pen  five -pacing  pilgrim  meek. 

And  fet’il  before  his  fhuddering  eyes 
Strange  forms,  and  fiends  of  giant- fize. 

As  wildly  works  thy  wizzard  will. 

Till  fear-flruck  Fancy  has  her  fill : 

Dark  power,  whofe  magic  might  prevails 
O’er  hermit-rocks,  and  fairy-vales ; 

O  Goddefs,  erft  by  x  Spenfer  view’d, 

What  time  th’  enchanter  vile  embrued. 

His  hands  in  Florimel’s  pure  heart. 

Till  loos’d  by  fleel-clad  Britoihart : 

O  thou  that  erfl  on  Fancy’s  wing 
Didfl  terror-trembling  y  Taffo  bring, 

To  groves  where  kept  damn’d  Furies  dire 
Their  blue-tipt  battlements  of  fire  : 

Thou  that  thro’  many  a  darkfome  pine, 

O’er  the  rugo-ed  rock  recline, 

Did’fc  wake  the  hollow-whifpering  breeze 
With  care-confumed  Eloife  : 

O  thou,  with  whom  in  cheariefs  cell. 

The  midnight-clock  pale  pris’ners  tell ; 

O  hafte  thee,  mild  Miltonic  maid. 

From  yonder  yew’s  fequefler’d  fh.ade; 

Flore  bright  than  all  the  fabled  Nine, 

Teach  me  to  breathe  the  folemn  line! 

x  Spenfcr’s  Fairy  Queen,  b.  3.  canto  ii. 
y  Gicruf,  Libcrat.  b.  14. 

O  bid 
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t>  bid' my  well-rang’d  numbers  rife 
Pervious  to'  none  but  Attic  eyes; 

&  give  the  ftrain  that  madnefs  moves-, 

Till  every  ftarting  fenfe  approves! 

What  felt  the  Gallic  2  traveller. 

When  far  in  Arab-defert  drear 
He  found  within  the  catacomb. 

Alive,  the  terrors  of  a  tomb? 

While  many  a  mummy  thro’  the  lhade,' 

In  hieroglyphic  Sole  array’d. 

Seem’d  to  uprear  the  myftic  head. 

And  trace  the  gloom  with  ghoftly  tread  ; 

Thou  heardft  him  pour  the  ftifted  groan. 

Horror!  his  foul  was  all  thy  own  ! 

O  mother  of  the  fire-clad  thought, 

O  hafte  thee  from  thy  grave-like  grot  b 
(What  time  the  witch  perform’d  her  rite)  ~ 

Sprung  from' rid  embrace  ofTafte  and  Night! 

O  queen  !  that  erft  did’ft  thinly  fpread 
The  willowy  leaves  o’er  a  Ifis’  head. 

And  to  her  meek  mien  did’ft  difpenfe 
Woe’s  moil  awful  negligence  ; 

What  time,  in  cave,  with  vifage  pale. 

She  told  her  elegiac  tale : 

O  thou  !  whom  wandering  Warton  faw. 

Amaz’d  with  more  than  youthful  awe, 

z  I  do  not  remember  that  any  poetical  ufe  has  been  made  of  this’ 
ftory. 

*  See  Ifis,  an  Elegy, 
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As  by  the  pale  moon’s  glimmering  gleans 
He  mus’d  his  melancholy  theme  b  : 

O  curfeu-loving  goddefs,  hafte  ! 

O  waft  me  to  fome  Scythian  walte. 
Where,  in  Gothic  folitude, 

•’Mid  profpe&s  moll  fublimely  rude, 
Beneath  a  rough  rock’s  gloomy  chafm. 
Thy  filter  fits,  Enthufiafm  : 

Let  me  with  her,  in  magic  trance. 

Hold  moll  delirious  dalliance  ; 

Till  I,  thy  penfive  votary. 

Horror,  look  madly  wild  like  thee ; 
Until  I  gain  true  tranfport’s  Ihore, 

And  life’s  retiring  fcene  is  o’er  ; 

Afpire  to  fome  more  azure  Iky, 

Remote  from  dim  mortality ; 

At  length,  recline  the  fainting  head. 

In  Druid-dreams  dilTolv’d  and  dead. 

y>  See  The  Pleafures  of  Melancholy,  a  poem! 
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VERSES 

8N  THE  EXPECTED  ARRIVAL  OF  QUEEN  CHARLOTTE, 
IN  AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND,  I761* 


B  Y 


YE  S — every  hopeful  fon  of  rhymfe 
Will  furely  feize  this  happy  time, 
Vault  upon  Pegafus’s  back, 

Now  grown  an  academic  hack. 

And  fing  the  beauties  of  a  Queen, 
(Whom,  by  the  by,  he  has  not  fcen) 
Will  fwear  her  eyes  are  black  as  jet, 
Her  teeth  in  pearls  as  coral  fet. 

Will  tell  us  that  the  rofe  has  lent 
Her  cheek  its  bloom,  her  lips  its  fcent. 
That  Philomel  breaks  oft'  her  fong, 

And  liftens  to  her  fweeter  tongue  ; 

That  Venus  and  the  Graces  join’d 
To  form  this  Phoenix  of  her  kind, 

And  Pallas  undertook  to  ftore 
Her  mind  with  Wifdom’s  chiefeft  lore:. 
Thus  form’d,  Jove  iflues  a  decree 
That  George’s  confort  Ihe  fhall  be  : 

Yol.1V.  S 


Then 
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Then  Cupid  (for  what  match  is  made1 
By  poets  without  Cupid’s  aid?) 

Picks  out  the  fwifteil  of  his  darts, 

And  pierces  inllant  both  their  hearts. 

Your  fearful  Profe-men  here  might  doubt 
How  beft  to  bring  this  match  about. 

For  winds  and  waves  are  ill-bred  things, - 
And  little  care  for  Queens  and  Kings; 

But  as  the  Gods  alfembled  Hand, 

And  wait  each  youthful  bard’s  command. 
All  fancy’d  dangers  they  deride 
Of  boifterous  winds,  and  fwelling  tide  ; 
Neptune  is  call’d  to  wait  upon  her, 

And  fea-nymphs  are  her  maids  of  honour;. 
Whilfl  we,  inftead  of  ealtern  gales, 

With  vows  and  praifes  fill  the  fails, 

And  when,  with  due  poetic  care 
They  fafely  land  the  Royal  Fair, 

They  catch  the  happy  fimile 
Of  Venus  riling  from  the  fea. 

Soon  as  (he  moves,  the  hill  and  vale 
Refponfive  tell  the  joyful  tale  ; 

And  wonder  holds  th’  enraptur’d  throng 
To  fee  the  Goddefs  pafs  along  ; 

The  bowing  forefls  all  adore  her. 

And  flowers  fpontaneous  fpring  before  her. 
Where  you  and  I  all  day  might  travel, 

And  meet  with  nought  but  fand  and  gravel ; 


But 
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But  poets  have  a  piercing  eye, 

And  many  pretty  things  can  fpy, 

Which  neither  you  nor  I  can  fee, 

But  then  the  fault’s  ip  you  and  me. 

The  King  aftonifh’d  muft  appear. 

And  find  that  Fame  has  wrong’d  his  dear  3 
Then  Hymen,  like  a  bilhop,  hands. 

To  join  the  lovers’  plighted  hands  ; 

Apollo  and  the  Mufes  wait. 

The  nuptial  fong  to  celebrate. 

But  I,  who  rarely  fpend  my  time 
Tn  paying  court  or  fpinning  rhyme, 

Who  cannot  from  the  high  abodes 
Call  down,  at  will,  a  troop  of  Gods, 

Muft  in  the  plain  profaic  way 
The  willies  of  iny  foul  convey. 

May  Heaven  our  Monarch’s  choice  approve, 
May  he  be  bleft  with  mutual  love. 

And  be  as  happy  with  his  Queen 
As  with  my  Chloe  I  have  been, 

When  wandering  thro’  the  beechen  grove, 
She  fweetly  fmil’d  and  talk’d  of  love  ! 

And  O !  that  he  may  live  to  fee 
A  fon  as  wife  and  good  as  he  ; 

And  may  his  confort  grace  the  throne 
With  virtues  equal  to  his  own ! 

Our  courtly  bards  will  needs  be  telling. 

That  file’s  like  Venus,  or  like  Helen; 

4  S  2. 
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I  wifh  that  Ihe  may  prove  as  fair 
As  Egremont  and  Pembroke  are  ; 

For  tho’  by  fages  ’ti$  confeft. 

That  beauty’s  but  a  toy  at  belt  ; 

Yet  ’tis,  methinks,  in  married  life, 

A  pretty  douceur  with  a  wife  : 

And  may  the  minutes  as  they  fly 
Strengthen  Hill  the  nuptial  tye, 

While  hand  in  hand  thro’  life  they  go. 
Till  love  fhall  into  friendihip  grow  ; 

-For  tho’  thefe  Meltings  rarely  wait 
On  regal  pomp,  and  tinfel’d  ftate. 

Yet  happinefs  is  virtue’s  lot, 

Alike  in  palace  and  in  cot : 

’Tis  true,  the  grave  affairs  of  rtate 
With  little  folks  have  little  weight; 

Yet  I  confefs  my  patriot  heart 
In  Britain’s  welfare  bears  its  part ; 
With  tranfport  glows  at  George’s  name. 
And  triumphs  in  its  country’s  fame  : 
With  hourly  pleafure  I  can  fit 
And  talk  of  Granby,  Hawke,  and  Pitt; 
And  whilft  I  praife  the  good  and  brave, 
Difdain  the  coward  and  the  knave. 

At  growth  of  taxes  others  fret, 

And  Ihudder  at  the  nation’s  debt ; 

I  ne’er  the  fancied  ills  bemoan. 

No  debts  diflurb  me,  but  my  own, 


(  *11  ) 

What!  tho’  our  coffers  fink,  our  trade 
Repairs  the  breach  which  war  has  made  j  - 
And  if  expences  now  run  high, 

Our  minds  muff  with  our  means  comply. 
Thus  far  my  politics  extend. 

And  here  my  warmeft  willies  end, 


May  Merit  flourilh,  Fadtion  ceafe. 
And  I  and  Europe  live  in  Peace ! 


A  M  I  N  T  A. 

AN  ELEGY. 

BY  MR.  GERRARD. 

AN  o’ergrown  wood  my  wandering  fteps  invade, 
With  furface  mantled  in  untrodden  fnow  ; 

Dire  haunt,  for  none  but  favage  monfters  made, 

Where  frolls  defeend,  and  howling  tempefts  blow. 

Here,  from  the  fearch  of  bufy  mortals  ftray’d, 

My  woe-worn  foul  lhall  hug  her  galling  chain  : 

For  fure,  no  foreft  boafts  too  deep  a  lhade. 

No  haunt  too  wild  for  mifery  to  remain. 


O  my 
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0  my  Anrinta!  dear  dillradling  name! 

Late  all  my  comfort,  all  my  fond  delight ; 

Still  writhes  my  foul  beneath  its  torturing  flame;. 

Still  thy  pale  image  fills  my  aching  fight ! 

When  fhall  vain  memory  Humber  o’er  her. woes? 

When  to  oblivion  be  her  tale  refign’d  ? 

When  fhall  this  fatal  form  in  death  repofe, 

Like  thine,  fair  vidlim,  to  the  dull  confign’d? 

Again  the  accents  faplter  on  my  tongue  ; 

Again  to  tear  the  confcious  tear  fucceeds ; 

From  lharp  reflection  is  the  dagger  fprung. 

And  Nature;  wounded  to  the  center,  bleeds. 

Ye  bitter  Ikies!'  upon  the  tale  defcend- — 

Ye  blafts !  tho’  rude  your  vilits,  lend  an  ear— 
Around,  ye  gentler  oaks,  your  branches  bend. 

And,  as  ye  liften,  drop  an  icy  tear. 

’Twas  when  the  ftep  with  confcious  pleafure  roves, 

Where  round  the  lhades  the  circling  woodbines  throng  5 
When  Flora  wantons  o’er  th’  enamell’d  groves, 

And  feather’d  choirs  indulge  the  amorous  fong. 

Jnfpir’d  by  duteous  love,  I  fondly  llray’d, 

Two  milk-white  doves  officious  to  enfnare ; 

Beneath  a  filent  thicket  as  they  play’d, 

A  grateful  prefent  for  my  fofter  fair. 

But 


(  279  ) 

But  ah!  in  fmiles  no  more  they  n\et  my  fight, 

Their  ruffled  heads  lay  gafping  on  the  ground  : 

Where  (my  dire  emblem)  a  rapacious  Kite 

Tore  their  foft  limbs,  and  ftrew’d  their  plumes  around 

The  tear  of  pity  Hole  into  my  eye  ; 

While  ruder  paffions  in  their  turn  fucceed  ; 

Forbid  the  victims  unreveng’d  to  die. 

And  doom  the  author  of  their  wrongs  to  bleed. 

With  hafcy  ftep,  enrag’d,  I  homewards  ran, 

(Curfe  on  my  fpeed !)  th’  unerring  tube  I  brought : 

That  fatal  hour  my  date  of  woe  began. 

Too  fharp  to  tell — too  horrible  for  thought— 

Difaflrous  deed! — irrevocable  ill! — 

How  fhall  I  tell  the  anguifh  of  my  Fate! 

Teach  me,  remorfelefs  monfters,  not  to  feel, 

Jnftruft  me,  fiends  and  furies,  to  relate! 

Wrathful  behind  the  guilty  fhadel  Hole, 

I  rais’d  the  tube — the  clamorous  woods  refound— 

Too  late  I  faw  the  idol  of  my  foul. 

Struck  by  my  aim,  fall  fhrieking  to  the  ground! 

No  other  blifs  her  foul  allow’d  but  me  ; 

(Haplefs  the  pair  that  thus  indulgent  prove) 

She  fought  concealment  from  a  fhady  tree. 

In  amorous  filence  to  obferve  her  love. 

S4 


I  ran 
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I  ran — but  O  !  too  foon  I  found  it  true ! — 

From  her  ftain’d  breaft  life’s  crimfon  ftream’d  apace— 
From  her  wan  eyes  the  fparkling  luftres  flew— • 

The  fhort-liv’d  rofes  faded  from  her  face ! 

Gods  !— could  I  bear  that  fond  reproachful  look. 

That  ftrove  her  peerlefs  innocence  to  plead !— 

But  partial  death  awhile  her  tongue  forfook, 

To  fave  a  wretch  that  doom’d  himfelf  to  bleed. 

While  I  diftra&ed  prefs’d  her  in  my  arms. 

And  fondly  ftrove  t’  imbibe  her  lateft  breath  ; 

“  O  fpare,  ralh  love,  fhe  cry’d,  thy  fatal  charms, 

“  Nor  feek  cold  lhelter  in  the  arms  of  death. 

/ 

**  Content  beneath  thy  erring  hand  I  die. 

“  Our  fates  grew  envious  of  a  blifs  fotrue; 

Then  urge  not  thy  diftrefs  when  low  I  lie, 

“  But  in  this  breath  receive  my  laft  adieu!”-— 

No  more  fhe  fpake,  but  droop’d  her  lily  head ! 

In  death  fhe  ficken’d — breathlefs — haggard— pale— - 
While  all  my  inmoft  foul  with  horror  bled. 

And  afk’d  kind  vengeance  from  the  palling  gale; 

Where  llept  your  bolts,  ye  lingering  lightnings  fay? 

Why  riv’d  ye  not  this  felf-condemned  brealt  ? — ? 

Or  why,  too  paffive  earth,  didft  thou  delay, 

To  ftretch  thy  jaws,  and  crulh  me  into  reft? - ? 

tyk  • 

Lovy 
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Low  in  the  dull  the  beauteous  corfe  I  plac’d. 
Bedew’d  and  foft  with  many  a  falling  tear  ; 

With  fable  yew  the  rifing  turf  I  grac’d. 

And  bade  the  cypress  mourn  in  filence  near. 

i  r- 

pft  as  bright  morn’s  all-fearching  eye  returns. 

Full  to  ray  view  the  fatal  fpot  is  brought ; 

Thro’  fleeplefs  night  my  haunted  fpirit  mourns. 

No  gloom  can  hide  me  from  diftfafting  thought. 

When,  fpotlefs  vi&im,  fhall  my  form  decay  ? 

This  guilty  load,  fay,  when  fhall  I  refign  ? 
When  fhall  my  fpirit  wing  her  chearlefs  >yay. 

And  ray  cold  corfe  lie  treafur’d  up  with  thine? 
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PETHERTON-  B  R  I  D  G  E. 

AN  ELEGY*. 


INSCRIBE  f>  TO  THE  REV.  MR.  BEAN,  OF  STOKE-SUB- 
HAMDON,  SOMERSET. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

* 

OBean  !  whofe  fond  connubial  days 
A  beauteous  infant-race  attend  ; 

Say,  wilt  thou  once  more  aid  my  lays. 

And  join  the  patron  to  the  friend  ? 

But  not  o’er  bright  Aonian  plains. 

Enraptur’d  as  we  us’d  to  roam : 

The  Mufe  each  joyous  thought  reftrains. 

And  calls  her  wing’d  ideas  home. 

3  Tradition  holds,  that  the  cataflrophe  alluded  to  in  this  elegy  hap¬ 
pened  about  two  centuries  ago ;  of  which  the  fculpture  is  yet  to  be  feen 
at  the  above-mentioned  bridge,  near  South-Petherton,  Somerfct. 


The 
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The  wedded  pair  for  children  pray; 

They  come — fair  blcffings  from  the  Ikies  : 

What  raptures  gild  the  halcyon  day  ! 

What  joys  in  diftant  azure  rife! 

But  ah!  enamour’d  as  they  view 
The  fmiling,  hopeful,  infant-train? 

Unfeen,  misfortune  marks  his  due. 

Unheard,  he  threats  the  heart  with  pain. 

Had  fad  difafter  ne’er  enfnar’d 

The  foft,  the  innocent,  and  youqg, 

The  tender  Mufe  had  gladly  fpar’d 
The  little  heroes  of  her  fong. 

See’ft  thou  the  limpid  current  glide 

Beneath  yon  bridge,  my  haplefs  theme. 

Where  brambles  fringe  its  verdant  fide. 

And  willows  tremble  o’er  the  ftream  ? 

From  Petherton  it  takes  its  name. 

From  whence  two  fmiling  infants  ftray’d : 

Led  by  the  ftream  they  hither  came. 

And  on  the  flowery  margin  play’d. 

Sweet  vi&ims!  muft  your  fhort-liv’d  day 
So  foon  extinguilh  in  the  wave  ; 

And  point  the  fetting  fun  his  way. 

That  glimmer’d  o’er  your  watry  gravel 
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As  each  by  childilh  fancy  led, 

Cropt  the  broad  daifies  as  they  fprung  ; 

Lay  flretch’d  along  the  verdant  bed. 

And  fweetly  ply’d  the  lifping  tongue ; 

Lo !  from  the  fpray-deferted  deep. 

Where  either  way  the  twigs  divide. 

The  one  roll’d  headlong  to  the  deep. 

And  plung’d  beneath  the  clofing  tide. 

The  other  faw,  and  from  the  land, 

(While  nature  imag’d  ftrange  didrefs) 

Stretch’d  o’er  the  brink  his  little  hand. 
The  fruitlefs  lignal  of  redrefs. 

The  offer’d  pledge,  without  delay, 

The  ftruggling  viftim  rofe  and  caught; 

But  ah!  in  vain — their  fatal  way, 

They  both  defended  fwift  as  thought. 

Short  was  the  wave -opprefling  fpace; 
Convuls’d  with  pains  too  lharp  to  bear. 

Their  lives  diflolv’d  in  one  embrace  ; 
Their  mingled  fouls  flew  up  in  air. 

Lo!  there  yon  time-worn  fculpture  Ihews 
The  fad,  the  melancholy  truth  ; 

What  pangs  the  tortur’d  parent  knows. 
What  fnares  await  defencelefs  youth. 


Here, 
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Here,  not  to  fympathy  unknown, 

Full  oft  the  fad  Mufe  wandering  near. 

Bends  filent  o’er  the  moffy  ftone. 

And  wets  it  with  a  willing  tear. 

■  siixiTij  11  nidi  ’  o.i'r  ■  -  1 

AN  EPISTLE 

»rou  AN  unfortunate  gentleman  to  a  youn* 

LADY  b- 

BY  THE  SAME. 

»>;•,]'  •  Oil*.'  v  <  bVflo  H)i\  3'  * 

THESE,  the  laft  lines  my  trembling  hands  can  write, 
Thefe  words,  the  laft  my  dying  lips  recite. 

Read,  and  repent  that  your  unkindnefs  gave 
A  wretched  lover  an  untimely  grave ! 

Sunk  by  defpair  from  life’s  enchanting  view, 

Loft,  ever  loft  to  happinefs  and  you  ! — 

No  more  thefe  eye-lids  fhower  inceflant  tears, 

No  more  my  fpirit  finks  with  boding  fears  ; 

No  more  your  frowns  my  fuing  paftion  meet. 

No  more  I  fall  fubmiflive  at  your  feet : 

With  fruitlefs  love  this  heart  fhall  ceafe  to  burn. 

Life’s  empty  dream  fhall  never-more  return. 

•*  Occafioned  by  a  cataftrophe  well  known  in  the  Weft. 
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Think  not,  that  labouring  to  fubdue  your  hate; 
My  artful  foul  forebodes  a  fancied  fafe  ; 

For  e’er  yon  fun  defcends  his  weftern  way. 

Gold  lhall  Hie,  a  lifelefs  lump  of  clay! 

Tir’d  of  my  long  encounters  with  difdain, 
Feaceful  my  pulfe,  and  ebbing  from  its  pain  ; 
Each  vital  movement  linking  to  decay, 

And  my  fpent  foul  juft  languilhing  away ; 

E’er  my  laft  breath  yet  hovers  to  depart, 

I  prompt  my  hand  to  pour  out  all  my  heart. 

The  hand,  oft  rais’d  compaffion  to  implore  ; 

The  heart,  that  burns  with  flighted  fires  no  more  ! 

Relentlefs  nymph !  of  nature’s  faireft  frame, 
XJnpitying  foul,  and  woman  but  in  name  ; 
Angelic  bloom  the  coldeft  heart  to  win, 

Without,  allurement,  but  difdain  within  ; 

Regard  the  founds  which  feal  my  parting  breath 
E’er  the  vain  murmurs  lhall  be  hulh’d  in  death, 
Let  pity  view  what  love  difdain’d  to-fave, 

And  mourn  a  wretch  fent  headlong  to  the  grave* 

Profufe  of  all  an  anxious  lover’s  care. 

To  urge  his  fuit,  and  win  the  liftening  fair; 

Try’d  every  purpofe  to  relieve  my  woe, 

My  foul  chides  not,  for  innocent  I  go ; 

Save  when  foft  pity  bids  my  gentler  mind 
Shrink  at  your  fate,  and  drop  a  tear  behind; 


How 
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How  oft  and  fruitlefs  have  I  ftrove  to  move 
Unfeeling  beauty  with  the  pangs  of  love  ; 

As  rofe  your  breaft  with  captivating  grace. 

And  heighten’d  charms  flew  blulhing  to  your  face; 
Infulting  charms !  that  gave  a  fiercer  wound. 

Fond  as  I  lay,  and  proftrate  on  the  ground. 

Heavens !  with  what  fcorn  you  ftrove  my  fuit  to  meet, 
Frown’d  with  your  eyes,  and  fpurn’d  me  with  your  feet  ! 
To  bleeding  love  fuch  hard  returns  you  gave. 

As  barbarous  rocks  that  da(h  the  preffing  wave. 

O  could  your  looks  have  turn’d  my  haplefs  fate, 

And  frown’d  my  Ihort-liv’d  paffion  into  hate; 

Then  had  no  fcattering  breeze  my  forrows  known, 

Nor  vale  refponfive  had  prolong’d  the  moan ; 

Then  had  thofe  lips  ne’er  learnt  their  woeful  tale. 

Nor  death  yet  cloath’d  them  in  eternal  pale. 

Oft  to  the  woods  in  frantic  rage  I  flew 
To  cool  my  bofom  with  the  falling  dew; 

Oft  in  fad  accents  figh’d  each  prompting  ill, 

And  taught  wild  oaks  to  pity  and  to  feel ; 

Till  with  defpair  my  heart  rekindled  burns. 

And  all  the  anguifh  of  my  foul  returns. 

Then  reftlefs  to  the  fragrant  meads  I  hie. 

Death  in  my  face,  diftraftion  in  my  eye  ; 

There  as  reclin’d  along  the  verdant  plain. 

My  grief  renews  her  heart-wrung  ftrains  again, 

Lo!  pitying  Phcebus  finks,  with  forrow  pale. 

And  mournful  night  defcends  upon  the  tale! 
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When  tir’d,  at  length,  my  wrongs  no  more  complain. 
And  fighs  are  ftifled  in  obtufer  pain  ; 

When  the  deep  fountains  of  my  eyes  are  fpent* 

And  fiercer  ar.guifh  finks  to  difcontent ; 

Slow  I  return,  and  proftrate  on  my  bed 
Bid  the  foft  pillow  lull  niy  heavy  head. 

But  O !  when  downy  fleep  its  court  renews* 

And  lhades  the  foul  with  vifionary  views, 

Illufive  dreams  to  fan  my  flumbering  fire. 

And  wake  the  fever  of  intenfe  defire, 

Prefent  your  fofter  image  to  my  fight, 

All  warm  with  fmiles,  and  glowing  with  delight  J 
Gods  !  with  what  blifs  I  view  thy  darling  charms. 

And  ftrive  to  clafp  thee  melting  in  my  arms  I — * 

But  ah  !  the  ihade  my  empty  grafp  deceives ; 

And  as  it  flits,  and  my  fond  foul  bereaves. 

The  tranfient  flumbers  flip  their  airy  chain. 

And  give  me  back  to  all  my  woes  again  : 

There  wrapt  in  floods  of  grief  I  figh  forlorn. 

The  conftant  greetings  of  unwelcome  morn. 

But  Ihould  oblivion  reaflume  her  fway, 

And  flumbers  once  more  fteal  my  woes  away ; 

When  the  Ihort  flights  of  fancy  intervene. 

Your  much-lov’d  image  fills  out  every  fcene. 

But  now  no  more  foft  fmiles  your  face  adorn, 

Lo!  o’er  each  feature  broods  deftruftive  fcorn. 

Suppliant  in  tears  I  urge  my  fuit  again, 

Sullen  you  ftand,  and  view  me  with  difdain  ; 

Your  ears  exclude  the  ftory  of  my  fmart, 

Your  baleful  eyes  dart  anguilh  to  my  heart. 


1  wake 
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I  wake — glad  nature  hails  returning  da}'. 

And  the  wild  fongflers  chaunt  their  mattin-lay  ; 

The  fun  in  glory  mounts  the  cryftal  flcy* 

And  all  creation  is  in  fmiles  but  I. 

Then,  fink  in  death,  my  fenfes! — for  in  vain 

You  ftrive  to  quench  the  phrenzy  of  your  pain  ; 

Break,  break,  fond  heart ! — >her  hate  thou  can’ft  not  tame. 

Then  take  this  certain  triumph  o’er  thy  flame. 

’Tis  done! — the  dread  of  future  wrongs  is  paft— 

Lo!  brittle  paflion  verges  to  its  laft! 

’Tis  done! — vain  life’s  illufive  fcencs  are  o’er — ■ 

Difdainful  beauty  fhakes  her  chains  no  more. 

Come,  peaceful  gloom,  expand  thy  downy  breaft. 

And  foothe,  O  foothe  me  to  eternal  reft ! 

There  hufh  my  plaints,  and  gently  lull  my  woes. 

Where  one  ftill  llream  of  dull  oblivion  flows. 

/ 

No  labouring  break  there  heaves  with  torture’s  throws. 

No  heart  confumes  her  daily  hoard  of  woes  ; 

No  dreams  of  former  fain  the  foul  invade. 

Calmly  fhe  keeps,  a  fad  unthinking  fhade  ! 

But  e’er  from  thought  my  ftruggling  foul  is  free. 

One  latell  tear  fhe  dedicates  to  thee. 

She  views  thee  on  the  brink  of  vain  defpair. 

Beat  thy  big  breaft,  and  rend  thy  flowing  hair. 

Feels  tortu  ig  love  her  fable  deluge  roll. 

Weigh  do\.  .1  thy  fenfes,  and  o’erbear  thy  foul. 

In  vain  your  heart  relents,  in  vain  you  weep. 

No  lover  wakes  from  his  eternal  deep. 
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Alas !  I  fee  thy  frantic  fpirit  rave. 

And  thy  lafi:  breath  expiring  on  my  grave. 

Is  this  the  fortune  of  thofe  high-priz’d  charms  ? 
Ah!  fpare  them  for  fome  worthier  lover’s  arms. 
And  may  thefc  bodings  ne’er  with  truth  agree. 
May  grief  and  anguilh  be  unknown  to  thee. 
May  bitter  memory  ne’er  recount  with  pain. 
That  e’er  you  frown’d,  or  I  admir’d  in  vain. 

No  more - my  fpirit  is  prepar’d  to  fly, 

Supprefl:  my  voice,  and  ftiffen’d  is  my  eye; 
Death’s  fwimming  lhadows  intercept  my  view. 
Vain  world,  and  thou  relentlefs  nymph,  adieu! 


A 


SONG 


BY  THE  SAME. 


E  fcenes  that  engag’d  my  gay  youth. 


i  Say,  whither  fo  fall  do  ye  fly  ? 
If  the  lelfon  you  told  me  was  truth. 
Ah!  why  do  ye  fade  from  my  eye? 


That 
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That  meadow  where  often  I  ftray’d* 

That  bank,  and  yon  fhadowy  tree, 

Thofe  dreams,  with  fuch  fondnefs  furvey’d, 
Have  hid  all  their  fweetnefs  from  me. 

Von  hill  that  uprears  his  fmooth  head, 

Where  the  wild-thyme  its  fragrance  bellows, 

Whofe  verdures  have  rofe  from  my  bed, 

And  whofe  breezes  have  figh’d  my  repofe. 

What  tho’  from  his  fummit  fo  high. 

Flock,  cottage,  and  woodland  are  feen  j 

Yet  no  more  I  with  fondnefs  defcry, 

For  indifference  rifes  between. 

Ah!  whither,  ye  fweets,  do  ye  fly? 

For  fancy  your  abfence  mull  mourn  ; 

Ah!  fay,  will  ye  fade  from  my  eye, 

And  yet  will  ye  never  return  ? 

That  valley,  whofe  mantle  fo  gay. 

Is  with  primrofe  and  cowflip  o’erfpread  } 

No  longer  invites  me  to  ilray, 

And  rifle  the  fweets  of  their  bed. 

Not  odious  at  prefent  they  look  ; 

I  difcern  that  their  colours  are  bright ; 

But  their  charms  have  my  fancy  forfook, 

And  their  fragrance  forgot  to  delight. 

T  i 
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To  my  cooler  attention  how  dear 
The  foothing  complaint  of  the  dove ! 

I  have  left  my  companions  to  hear 
The  wood-linnet  warble  her  love. 

Nor  thefe  can  my  footfteps  retard  ; 

Or  if  rpund  me  they  carelefsly  fly. 
From  mine  eyes  they  attraft  no  regard, 
And  my  ears  their  foft  warblings  deny. 

Ah  !  fure  ’tis  the  bus’nefs  of  life. 

That  bids  thofe  endearments  depart ; 
To  involve  us  in-  cares  and  in  ftrife. 

That  eftrange  and  entangle  the  heart. 

With  deftiny  all  mull  comply  ; 

Yet  cannot  my  fancy  but  mourn. 

For  the  feafon  that  fades  from  my  eye. 
And  the  fweets  that  mufc  never  return.- 
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ETERNITY  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING. 

BY  CHRISTOPHER  SMART,  M.  A. 

Uv  it-  *_i  « I 

HAIL,  wond’rous  Being,  who  in  power  fupreme 
Exifts  from  everlafting,  whofe  great  name 
Deep  in  the  human  heart,  and  every  atom 
The  Air,  the  Earth,  or  azure  Main  contains 
In  undecypher’d  characters  is  wrote — ■ 
Incomprehensible  ! — O  what  can  words. 

The  weak  interpreters  of  mortal  thoughts. 

Or  what  can  thoughts  (thb’  wild  of  wing  they  rove 
Thro’  the  vaft  concave  of  th’  se.therial  round) 

If  to  the  Heaven  of  Heavens  they’d  wing  their  way 
Adventurous,  like  the  birds  of  night  they’re  loft. 

And  delug’d  in  the  flood  of  dazzling  day.— 

May  then  the  youthful,  uninfpired  Bard 
Rrefume  to  hymn  th’  Eternal ;  may  he  foar 
Where  Seraph,  and  where  Cherubin  on  high 
Refound  th’  unceafing  plaudits,  and  with  them 
Jn  the  grand  Chorus  mix  his  feeble  voice 
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He  may — if  Thou,  v/ho  from  the  witlefs  babe 
Ordained  honour,  glory,  ftrength,  and  praife. 

Uplift  th’  unpinion’d  Mufe,  and  deign’d  t’  affift, 
Great  Poet  of  the  Universe,  his  fong. 

Before  this  earthly  Planet  wound  her  courfe 
Round  Light’s  perennial  fountain,  before  Light 
Herfelf  ’gan  Ihine,  and  at  th’  infpklng  word 
Shot  to  exigence  in  a  blaze  of  day. 

Before  “  the  Morning-Stars  together  fang. 

And  hail’d  Thee  Architect  of  countlefs  worlds 
Thou  art — all-glorious,  all-beneficent, 

All  Wifdom  and  Omnipotence  thou  art. 

Bnt  is  the  arra  of  Creation  fix’d 
At  when  thefe  worlds  began  ?  Could  ought  retard 
Goodnefs,  that  knows  no  bound5,  from  bleffing  ever, 
Cr  keep  th’  immenfe  Artificer  in  (loth  ? 

Avaunt  the  dufi-direfied  crawling  thought. 

That  Puiflance  immeafurably  vaft. 

And  Bounty  inconceivable,  could  reil 
Content,  exhaufied  with  one  week  of  adlion — 

No — in  th’  exertion  of  thy  righteous  power. 

Ten  thoufand  times  more  aftive  than  the  Sun, 

Thou  reign’d,  and  with  a  mighty  hand  compos’d 
Syftems  innumerable,  matchlefs  all, 

All  ftampt  with  thine  uncounterfeited  feal. 

But  yet  (if  Hill  to  more  fiupendous  heights 
The  Mufe  unblam’d  her  aching  fenfe  may  ftrain) 
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Perhaps  wrapt  up  in  contemplation  deep. 

The  beft  of  Beings  on  the  noble  theme 
Might  ruminate  at  leifure,  Scope  immenfe 
Th’  eternal  Power  and  Godhead  to  explore, 

And  with  itfelf  th’  omnifcient  mind  replete. 

This  were  enough  to  fill  the  be  undlefs  All, 

This  were  a  Sabbath  worthy  the  Supreme  ! 

Perhaps  enthron’d  amidit  a  choicer  few. 

Of  Spirits  inferior,  he  might  greatly  plan 
Th  two  prime  Pillars  of  the  Univerfe, 

Creation  and  Redemption — and  a  while 
Paufe — with  the  grand  prefentiments  of  glory. 

Perhaps — but  all’s  conjecture  here  below. 

All  ignorance,  and  felf-plum’a  vanity — 

O  Thou,  whofe  ways  to  wonder  at’s  diftruft. 

Whom  to  deferibe’s  prefumption  (all  we  can— ■ 

And  all  we  may — )  be  glorified,  be  prais’d. 

A  Day  fhall  come,  when  all  this  Earth  lhall  perilh. 

Nor  leave  behind  ev’n  Chaos ;  it  lhall  come 

When  all  the  armies  of  the  elements 

Shall  war  againft  themfelves,  and  mutual  rage. 

To  make  Perdition  triumph  ;  it  lhall  come. 

When  the  capacious  atmofphere  above 
Shall  in  fulphureous  thunders  groan,  and  die. 

And  vanilh  into  void ;  the  earth  beneath 

Shall  fever  to  the  center,  and  devour 

Th’  enormous  blaze  of  the  deftru&ive  flames. 

Ye  rocks,  that  mock  the  raving  of  the  floods, 
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And  proudly  frown  upon  th’  impatient  deep, 

Where  is  your  grandeur  now?  Ye  foaming  waves. 

That  all  along  th’  immense  Atlantic  roar. 

In  vain  ye  fwell ;  will  a  few  drops  fuffice 
To  quench  the  inextingUiffiable  lire  ? 

Ye  mountains,  on  whofe  cloua-crown’d  tops  the  cedars 
Are  lehen’d  into  fnrubs,  magnific  piles, 

That  prop  the  painted  chambers  of  the  heavens. 

And  fix  the  earth  continual;  Athos,  where  ; 

Where,  Tenerif’s  thy  llatelinefs  to-day  ? 

What,  AZtna,  are  thy  flames  tothefe? — No  more 
Than  the  poor  glow-worm  to  the  golden  fun. 

.  Nor  (hall  the  verdant  valiies  then  remain 
Safe  in  their  meek  fubmiffion;  they  the  debt 
Of  nature  and  of  juftice  too  muft  pay. 

Yet  I  muft  weep  for  you,  ye  rival  fair, 

Arno  and  Andalufia ;  but  for  thee 

More  largely  and  with  filial  tears  muft  weep., 

O  Albion,  O  my  country  !  Thou  muft  join. 

In  vain  diftever’d  from  the  reft,  muft  join 
The  terrors  cf  th’  inevitable  ruin. 

Nor  thou,  illuftrious  monarch  of  the  day  ; 

Nor  thou,  fair  queen  of  night ;  nor  you,  ye  ftars^ 

Tho’  million  leagues  and  million  ftill  remote. 

Shall  yet  furvive  that  day ;  Ye  muft  fubmit. 

Sharers,  not  bright  fpedlators  of  the  fcene. 

Hut 


3 


(  297  ) 

But  tho’  the  earth  (hall  to  the  center  perifli. 

Nor  leave  behind  ev’n  Chaos  ;  tho’  the  air 
With  all  the  elements  mull  pafs  away. 

Vain  as  an  ideot’s  dream  ;  tho’  the  huge  rocks. 

That  hrandifh  the  tall  cedars  on  their  tops. 

With  humbler  val.  s  muft  to  perdition  yield  ; 

Tho'  the  gilt  Suu,  and  filver-trelfed  Moon 
With  all  her  bright  retinue,  muft  be  loh  . 

Yet  Thou,  Great  Father  of  the  world,  furyiv’ft 
Eternal,  as  thou  wert :  Yet  hill  furvives 
The  foul  of  man  immortal,  perfect  now, 

And  candidate  for  jinexpiring  joys. 

Fie  comes!  He  comes!  the  awful  trump  I  hear  j 
The  flaming  fword’s  intolerable  blaze 
I  fee ;  He  comes !  th’  Archangel  from  aborre. 

“  Arife,  ye  tenants  of  the  filent  grave, 

“  Awake  incorruptible  and  arife: 

“  From  eaft  to  weft,  from  the  antar&ic  pole 
“  To  regions  hyperborean,  all  ye  fons, 

“Ye  fons  of  Adam,  and  ye  heirs  of  Heaven— 

“  Arife,  ye  tenants  of  the  lilent  grave, 

“  Awake  incorruptible  and  arife.” 

’Tis  then,  nor  fooner,  that  the  reftlefs  mind 
Shall  find  itfelf  at  home  ;  and  like  the  ark. 

Fix’d  on  the  mountain-top,  (hall  look  aloft 
O’er  the  vague  palfage  of  precarious  life  ; 

And,  winds  and  waves  and  rocks  and  tempefts  paft., 

Enjoy  the  everlafting  calm  of  Heaven  ; 
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’Tis  then,  nor  fooner,  that  the  deathlefs  foul 
Shall  juftly  know  its  nature  and  its  rife  : 

’Tis  then  the  human  tongue  new-tun’d  fhall  give 
Praifes  more  worthy  the  eternal  ear. 

Yet  what  we  can,  we  ought; — and  therefore.  Thou, 
Purge  Thou  my  heart,  Omnipotent  and  Good! 
Purge  Thou  my  heart  with  hyffop,  left  like  Cain 
I  offer  fruitlefs  facrifice,  and  with  gifts 
Offend  and  net  propitiate  the  Ador’d. 

Tiro’  Gratitude  were  bleft  with  all  the  powers 
Her  burfting  heart  could  long  for,  tho’  the  fwift. 
The  fiery-wing’d  Imagination  foar’d 
Beyond  Ambition’s  wilh — yet  all  were  vain 
TofpeakHim  as  he  is,  who  is  Ineffable. 

Yet  ftill  let  reafon  thro’  the  eye  of  faith 
View  Him  with  fearful  love  ;  let  truth  pronounce, 
^knd  adoration  on  her  bended  knee 
With  heaven-direfted  hands  confefs  Plis  reign. 

And  let  th’  Angelic,  Archangelic  band 
With  all  the  Hofts  of  Heaven,  Cherubic  forms. 
And  forms  Seraphic,  with  their  filver  trumps 
And  golden  lyres  attend:— “  For  Thou  art  holy, 

“  For  Thou  art  One,  th’  Eternal,  who  alone 
ec  Exerts  all  goodnefs,  and  tranfeends  all  praife.” 
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O  N  T  H  E 


IMMENSITY  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

ONCE  more  I  dare  to  roufe  the  founding  firing 
The  Poet  of  my  God — Awake  my  glory. 

Awake  my  lute  and  harp — myfelf  lhall  wake. 

Soon  as  the  ftately  night-exploding  bird 
In  lively  lay  lings  welcome  to  the  dawn. 

Lift  ye !  how  nature  with  ten  thoufand  tongue^ 

Begins  the  grand  thankfgiving,  Hail,  all  hail. 

Ye  tenants  of  the  foreft  and  the  field  ! 

My  fellow  fubje£ls  of  th’  eternal  King, 

I  gladly  join  your  Mattins,  and  with  you 
Confefs  his  prefence,  and  report  his  praife. 

O  Thou,  who  or  the  Lambkin,  or  the  Dove, 

When  offer’d  by  the  lowly,  meek,  and  poor. 

Prefer’!!  to  Pride’s  whole  hecatomb,  accept 
This  mean  Effay,  nor  from  thy  treafure-houfe 
Of  Glory’  immenfe  the  Orphan’s  mite  exclude. 


What 
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What  tho’  th’  Almighty’s  regal  throne --be  rais’d 
High  o’er  yon  azure  Heaven’s  exalted  dome 
By  mortal  eye  unkenn’d — where  Eaft  nor  Weft 
Nor  South,  nor  blufteririg  North  has  breath,  to  blow ; 
Albeit  He  there  with  Angels,  and  with  Saints 
Hold  conference,  and  to  his  radiant  hoft 
Ev’n  face  to  face  ftand  vifibly  confeft ; 

Yet  know  that  nor  in  Prefence  or  in  Power 
Shines  He  lefs  perfect  here ;  ’tis  Man’s  dim  eye 
That  makes  th’  obfcurity.  Pie  is  the  fame, 

Alike  in  all.  his  Univerfe  the  fame. 

Whether  the  mind  along  the  fpangled  Iky 
Meafures  her  pathlefs  walk,  ftudious  to  view 
Thy  works  of  vafter  fabric,  where  the  Planet? 

Weave  their  harmonious  rounds,  their  march  dire&ing 
Still  faithful,  ftill  inconftant  to  the  Sun 
Or  where  the  Comet  thro’  fpace  infinite 
(Tho’  whirling  worlds  oppofe,  and  globes  of  fire) 
Darts,  like  a  javelin,  to  his  deftirpd  goal. 

Or  where  in  Heaven  above  the  Heaven  of  Heavens 
Burn  brighter  Suns,  and  goodlier  Planets  roll 
With  Satellits  more  glorious— Thou  art  there. 

Or  whether  on  the  Ocean’s  boifterous  back 
Thou  ride  triumphant,  and  with  out-ftretch’d  arm 
Curb  the  wild  winds  and  difeipline  the  billows. 

The  fuppliant  Sailor  finds  Thee  there,  his  chief, 
flis  only  help — When  Thou  rebuk’ft  the  ftorm— 
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it  ceafcs — and  the  veflel  gently  glides 
Along  the  glafly  level  of  the  calm. 

O !  could  I  fearch  the  bofom  of  the  fea, 

Down  the  great-depth  defcending;  there  thy  work* 
Would  alfo  fpeak  thy  refidence ;  and  there 
Would  I  thy  fervant,  like  the  (till  profound, 
Aftonilh’d  into  filence  mufe  thy  praife  ! 

Behold!  behold!  th’ unplanted  garden  round 
Of  vegetable  coral,  fea- flowers  gay, 

And  fhrubs  of  amber  from  the  pearl-pav’d  bottom- 
Rife  richly  varied,  where  the  finny  race 
In  blithe  fecurity  their  gambols  play : 

While  high  above  their  heads  Leviathan, 

The  terror  and-  the  glory  of  the  main. 

His  paftime  takes  with  tranfport,  proud  to  fee 
The  ocean’s  vaft  dominion  all  his  own. 

Hence  thro’  the  genial  bowels  of  the  earth 
Eafy  may  fancy  pafs  ;  till  at  thy  mines 
<3ani  or  Raolconda  fhe  arrive. 

And  from  the  adamant’s  imperial  blaze 
Form  weak  ideas  of  her  Maker’s  glory. 

Next  to  Pegu  or  Ceylon  let  me  rove. 

Where  the  rich  ruby  (deem’d  by  Sages  old 
Of  Sovereign  virtue)  fparkles  ev’n  like  Sirius, 
And  blufhes  into  flames.  Thence  will  I  go 
To  undermine  the  treafure-fertile  womb 
Of  the  huge  Pyrenean,  to  detedt 
The  Agat  and  the  deep-intrenched  gem- 
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Of  kindred  Jafrer — Nature  in  them  both 
Delights  to  play  the  Mimic  on  herfelf ; 

And  in  their  veins  fhe  oft  pourtrays  the  forrrts 
Of  leaning  hills*  of  trees  ereft,  and  ftreams 
Now  ftealing  foftly  on,  now  thundering  dowrt 
In  defperate  cafcade  with  flowers  and  beads 
And  all  the  living  landfkip  of  the  vale: 

In  vain  thy  pencil  Claudio,  or  Pouflin, 

Or  thine,  immortal  Guido,  would  eflay 
Such  {kill  to  imitate — it  is  the  hand 
Of  God  himfelf- — for  God  himfelf  is  there. 

Hence  with  the  afcending  fprings  let  me  advance 
Thro’  beds  of  magnets,  minerals,  and  fpar. 

Up  to  the  mountain’s  fummit,  there  t’  indulge 
Th’  ambition  of  the  comprehenftve  eye. 

That  dares  to  call  th’  Horizon  all  her  own. 

Behold  the  foreft,  and  the  expan  five  verdure 
Of  yonder  level  lawn,  whofe  fmooth-fhorn  fod 
No  objedt  interrupts,  unlefs  the  oak 
His  lordly  head  uprears,  and  branching  arms 
Extends— Behold  in  regal  folitude, 

And  pafloral  magnificence  he  Hands 
So  fimple!  and  fo  great!  the  under-wood 
Of  meaner  rank  an  awful  diftance  keep. 

Yet  Thou  art  there,  yet  God  himfelf  is  there 
Ev’n  on  the  bufh  (tho’  not  as  when  to  Mofes 
He  fhone  in  burning  majefly  reveal’d) 

Nathlefs  confpicuous  in  the  Linnet’s  throat 
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Is  his  unbounded  goodnefs — Thee  her  Maker, 

Thee  her  Preferver  chaunts  die  in  her  long  ; 

While  all  the  emulative  vocal  tribe 
The  grateful  leffon  learn — no  other  voice 
Is  heard,  no  other  found — for  in  attention 
Buried,  ev’n  babbling  Echo  holds  her  peace. 

Now  from  the  plains,  where  th’  unbounded  profpect 
Gives  liberty  her  utmoft  fcope  to  range. 

Turn  we  to  yon  enclofures,  where  appears 
Chequer’d  variety  in  all  her  forms, 

Which  the  vague  mind  attraft  and  dill  fufpend 
With  fweet  perplexity.  What  are  yon  towers. 

The  work  of  labouring  man  and  clumfy  art. 

Seen  with  the  ring-dove’s  neil — on  that  tall  beech 

Her  penfile  houfe  the  feather’d  Artift  builds - 

The  rocking  winds  moled  her  not ;  for  fee, 

With  fuch  due  poize  the  wond’rous  fabric’s  hung. 
That,  like  the  compafs  in  the  bark,  it  keeps 
True  to  itfelf,  and  ftedfaft  ev’n  in  dorms. 

Thou  ideot  that  afferts,  there  is  no  God, 

View  and  be  dumb  for  ever - 

Go  bid  Vitruvius  or  Palladio  build 
The  bee  his  manfion,  or  the  ant  her  cave — • 

Go  call  Correggio,  or  let  Titian  come 

To  paint  the  hawthorn’s  bloom,  or  teach  the  cherry 

To  blulh  with  juft  Vermillion — hence  away — 

Hence  ye  prophane !  for  God  himfelf  is  here. 

Vain  were  th’  attempt,  and  impious  to  trace 
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Thro’  all  his  works  th’  Artificer  Divine— 

And  tho’  nor  fhining  fan,  nor  twinkling  liar 
Bedeck’d  the  crimfon  curtains  of  the  fky  ; 

Tho’  neither  vegetable,  beall,  nor  bird 
Were  extant  on  the  furface  of  this  ball. 

Nor  lurking  gem  beneath  ;  tho’  the  great  fea 
Slept  in  profound  Hag-nation,  and  the  air 
Had  left  no  thunder  to  pronounce  its  maker ; 

Yet  man  at  home,  within  himfelf,  might  find 
The  Deity  immenfc,  and  in  that  frame 
So  fearfully,  fo  wonderfully  made. 

See  and  adore  his  providence  and  power — 

I  fee,  and  I  adore — O  God  moll  bounteous! 

O  infinite  of  Goodnefs  and  of  Glory  ! 

The  knee,  that  thou  hall  lhap’d,  lhall  bend  to  Thee, 

The  tongue,  which  thou  hall  tun’d,  lhall  chaunt  thy  praife; 
And,  thine  own  image,  the  immortal  foul, 

Shall  confeerate  herfelf  to  Thee  for  ever. 
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OMNISCIENCE  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING. 

« 

B  Y  T  Ii  E  S  A  M  E, 

ARISE,  divine  Urania,  with  new  ftrains 

To  hymn  thy  God,  and  thou,  immortal  Fame, 

Arife,  and  blow  thy  everlafting  trump. 

All  glory  to  th’  Omnifcient,  and  praife. 

And  power,  and  domination  in  the  height ! 

And  thou,  cherubic  Gratitude,  whole  voice 
To  pious  ears  founds  filverly  fo  fweet. 

Come  with  thy  precious  incenfe,  bring  thy  gifts, 

And  with  thy  choice!!  ltores  the  altar  crown. 

Thou  too,  my  heart,  whom  He,  and  He  alone 
Who  all  things  knows,  can  know,  with  love  replete. 
Regenerate,  and  pure,  pour  all  thyfelf 
A  living  facrifice  before  his  throne  : 

And  may  th’  eternal,  high  myfterious  tree. 

That  in  the  center  of  the  arcehd  Heavens 

Bears  the  rich  fruit  of  Knowledge,  with  fome  branch 

Stoop  to  my  humble  reach,  and  blefs  my  toil ! 
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When  in  my  mother’s  womb  conceal’d  I  lay 
A  fenfelefs  embryo,  then  my  foul  thou  knew’ft, 

Knew’ft  all  her  future  workings,  every  thought*. 

And  every  faint  Idea  yet  unform’d. 

When  up  the  imperceptible  afcent 
Of  growing  years,  led  by  thy  hand,  I  rofe. 
Perception’s  gradual  light,  that  ever  dawns 
Infenlibly  to  day,  thou  didft  vouchfafe. 

And  taught  me  by  that  re^fon  thou  infpir’dft, 

That  what  of  knowledge  in  my  mind  was  low, 
Imperfedft,  incorreft — in  Thee  is  wondrous, 
Uncircumfcrib’d,  unfearchably  profound. 

And  eftimable  folely  by  itfelf. 

What  is  that  fecret  power,  that  guides  the  brutes* 
Which  Ignorance  calls  inftindt  ?  ’Tis  from  Thee, 

It  is  the  operation  of  thine  hands 
Immediate,  inftantaneous  ;  ’tis  thy  wifdom. 

That  glorious  fhines  tranfparent  thro’  thy  works. 

Who  taught  the  Pye,  or  who  forewarn’d  the  Jay 
To  ihun  the  deadly  nightftiade  ?  tho’  the  cherry 
Boalts  not  a  gloflier  hue,  nor  does  the  plumb 
Lure  with  more  feeming  fweets  the  amorous  eye. 

Yet  will  not  the  fagacious  birds,  decoy’d 
By  fair  appearance,  touch  the  noxious  fruit. 

They  know  to  touch  is  fatal,  whence  alarm’d 
Swift  on  the  winnowing  winds  they  work  their  way. 
Go  to,  proud  reas’ner  philofophic  Man, 

Haft  thou  fuch  prudence,  thou  fuch  knowledge  ?— No. 
Full  many  a  race  has  fell  into  the  fnare 
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Of  meretricious  looks,  of  pleafing  fiirface, 

Aud  oft  in  defart  ifles  the  famifh’d  pilgrim 
By  forms  of  fruit,  and  lufcious  tafte  beguil’d  ; 

Like  his  forefather  Adam,  eats  and  dies. 

For  why?  his  wifdom  on  the  leaden  feet 
Of  flow  experience,  dully  tedious,  creeps. 

And  comes,  like  vengeance,  after  long  delay. 

The  venerable  Sage,  that  nightly  trims 
The  learned  lamp,  t’  investigate  the  powers 
Of  plants  medicinal,  the  earth,  the  air. 

And  the  dark  regions  of  the  foflil  world. 

Grows  old  in  following,  what  he  ne’er  Ihall  find  ; 
Studious  in  vain!  till  haply,  at  the  laft 
He  fpies  a  mill,  then  lhapes  it  into  mountains. 

And  bafelefs  fabrics  from  conjedlure  builds : 

While  the  domeftic  animal,  that  guards 
At  midnight  hours  his  threlhold,  if  opprefs’d 
By  fudden  ficknefs,  at  his  mailer’s  feet 
Begs  not  that  aid  his  fervices  might  claim. 

But  is  his  own  phyfician,  knows  the  cafe. 

And  from  th’  emetic  herbage  works  his  cure. 

Hark,  far,  from  afar  the  c  feather’d  matron  fcreams. 
And  all, her  brood  alarms,  the  docile  crew 
Accept  the  fignal  one  and  all,  expert 
In  th’  art  of  nature  and  unlearn’d  deceit ; 

Along  the  fod,  in  counterfeited  death, 

Mute,  motionlefs  they  lie  ;  full  well  appriz’d. 
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That  the  rapacious  adverfary’s  near. 

Eut  who  inform’d  her  of  th’  approaching  danger, 
Vv  ho  taught  the  cautious  mother,  that  the  hawk 
Was  hatch’d  her  foe,  and  liv’d  by  her  deflruclion  ? 
Her  own  prophetic  foul  is  active  in  her. 

And  more  than  human  providence  her  guard. 

When  Philomela,  e’er  the  cold  domain 
Of  crippled  winter  ’gins  t’  advance,  prepares 
Her  annual  flight,  and  in  fome  poplar  fhade 
Takes  her  melodious  leave,  who  then’s  her  pilot? 
Who  points  her  pafFage  thro’  the  pathlefs  void 
To  realms  from  us  remote,  to  us  unknown? 

Her  fcience  is  the  fcience  of  her  God. 

Not  the  magnetic  index  to  the  North 
E’er  afcertains  her  courfe,  nor  buoy,  nor  beacon  : 
She,  Heaven-taught  voyager,  that  fails  in  air, 
Courts  nor  coy  Weft  nor  Eaft,  but  infant  knows 
What  d  Newton,  or  not  fought,  or  fought  in  vain. 

Illuftrious  name,  irrefragable  proof 
Of  man’s  vafl:  genius,  and  the  foaring  foul! 

Yet  what  wert  thou  to  him,  who  knew  his  works. 
Before  creation  form’d  them,  long  before 
He  meafur’d  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand 
Th’  exulting  ocean,  and  the  higheft  Heavens 
tie  comprehended  with  a  fpan,  and  weigh’d 
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The  mighty  mountains  in  his  golden  fcales : 

Who  Ihone  fupreme,  who  was  himfelf  the  light, 
E’er  yet  Refra&ion  learn’d  her  flcill  to  paint, 

And  bend  athwart  the  clouds  her  beauteous  bow. 

When  Knowledge  at  her  father’s  dread  command 
Refign’d  to  Ifrael’s  king  her  golden  key, 

O!  to  have  join’d  the  frequent  auditors 
Jn  wonder  and  delight,  that  whilom  heard 
Great  Solomon  defcanting  on  the  brutes. 

O  !  how  fublimely  glorious  to  apply 
To  God’s  own  honour,  and  good  will  to  man. 
That  wifdom  he  alone  of  men  po'flc-fs’d 
In  plenitude  fo  rich,  and  fcope  fo  rare. 

How  did  he  roufe  the  pamper’d  lilkcn  fons 
Of  bloated  eafe,  by  placing  to  their  view 
The  fage  induftrious  Ant,  the  wifefi:  infedl. 

And  belt  ceconomifi  of  all  the  held  ! 

Tho’  Are  prefumes  not  by  the  folar  orb 
To  meafure  times  and  feafons,  nor  confults 
Chaldean  calculations,  for  a  guide  ; 

Yet  confcious  that  December’s  on  the  march. 
Pointing  with  icy  hand  to  want  and  woe. 

She  waits  his  dire  approach,  and  undifmay’d 
Receives  him  as  a  welcome  gueli,  prepar’d 
Again!!  the  churlifh  winter’s  fiercer!  blow. 

For  when,  as  yet  the  favourable  Sun 
Gives  to  the  genial  earth  th’  enlivening  ray. 

Not  the  poor  fuffering  Have,  that  hourly  toils 
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To  rive  the  groaning  earth  for  ill -fought  gold. 

Endures  fuch  trouble,  fuch  fatigue,  as  fhe ; 

While  all  her  fubterraneous  avenues. 

And  ftorm-proof  cells  with  management  mofl  meet 
And  unexampled  houfewifry  fne  forms  : 

Then  to  the  field  fhe  hies,  and  on  her  back. 

Burden  immenfe!  fhe  bears  the  cumbrous  corn. 

Then  many  a  weary  fiep,  and  many  a  ft  rain, 

And  many  a  grievous  groan  fubdued.  at  length 
Up  the  huge  hill-  fire  hardly  heaves  it  home : 

Nor  reds  fhe  here  her  providence,  but  nips 
With  fubtle  tcoth  the  grain,  left  from  her  garner 
In  miichievous  fertility  it  deal, 

A.nd  back  to  day-light  vegetate  its  wav. 

Go  to  the  Ant,  thou  fluggard,  learn  to  live, 

And  by  her  wary  ways  reform  thine  own. 

But,  if  thy  deaden’d  fenfe,  and  lifclefs  thought 
More  glaring  evidence  demand  ;  behold, 

Where  yon  pellucid  populous  hive  prefents 
A  yet  uncopied  model  to  the  world  ! 

There  Machiavel  in  the  reflecting  glafs 
May  read  him' df  a  fool.  The  Chemifl  there 
May  with  aflonifhment  invidious  view 
His  toils  outdone  by  each  plebeian  Bee, 

Who,  at  the  royal  mandate,  on  the  wing 
From  various  herbs,  and  from  difcordant  flowers, 

A  perfeft  harmony  of  fweets  compounds. 

Avaunt  Conceit,  Ambition  take  thy  flight 
Back  to  the  Prince  of  vanity  and  air  ! 

O! 
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O !  ’tis  a  thought  of  energy  moil  piercing  ; 

Form’d  to  make  pride  grow  humble  ;  form’d  to  force 
Its  weight  on  the  relu&ant  mind,  and  give  her 
A  true  but  irkfome  image  of  herfelf. 

Woful  viciffitude!  when  Man,  fall’n  Man, 

Who  firft  from  Heaven,  from  gracious 'God  himfelf 
Learn’d  knowledge  of  the  Brutes,  muli  know,  by  Brutes 
Inftrufted  and  reproach’d,  the  fcale  of  being  ; 

By  flow  degrees  from  lowly  fteps  afcend. 

And  trace  Omnifcience  upwards  to  its  fpring  ! 

Yet  murmur  not,  but  praife — for  tho’  we  ftand 
■Of  many  a  Godlike  privilege  amerc’d 
By  Adam’s  dire  tranfgreflion,  tho’  no  more 
IsParadife  our  home,  but  o’er  the  portal 
Hangs  in  terrific  pomp  the  burning  blade  ; 

Still  with  ten  thoufand  beauties  blooms  the  Earth 
With  pleafures  populous,  and  with  riches  crown’d. 
Still  is  there  fcope  for  wonder  and  for  love 

Ev’n  to  their  lafl:  exertion - fhowers  of  bleflings 

Far  more  than  human  virtue  can  defer-ve. 

Or  hope  expeft,  or  gratitude  return. 

Then,  O  ye  Feople,  O  ye  Sons  of  Men, 

Whatever  be  the  colour  of  your  lives, 

Whatever  portion  of  itfelf  his  Wifdom 
Shall  deign  t’  allow,  flill  patiently  abide 
And  praife  him  more  and  more  ;  nor  ceafe  to  chaunt 
All  Glory  to  th’  Omniscient  and  Praise, 
And  Power  and  Domination  in  the  Height  1 
And  thou,  cherubic  Gratitude,  whofe  voice 
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To  pious  ears  founds  filverly  fo  fweet. 

Come  with  thy  precious  incenfe,  bring  thy  gifts. 
And  with  thy  choiceft  fcores  the  altar  crown. 
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POWER  OF  THE  SUPREME  BEING. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


“  KEMBLE,  thou  Earth!  th’  anointed  poet  faid, 

“  A.  At  God’s  bright  prefence,  tremble,  all  ye  mountains, 
“  And  all  ye  hillocks  on  the  furface  bound.” 

Then  once  again,  ye  glorious  thunders  roll, 

The  Mufe  with  tranfport  hears  ye,  once  again 
Convulfe  the  folid  continent,  and  ihake. 

Grand  mulic  of  Omnipotence,  the  ides. 

’Tis  thy  terrific  voice,  thou  God  of  Power, 

’Tis  thy  terrific  voice  ;  all  Nature  hears  it 
Awaken’d  and  alarm’d ;  flie  feels  its  force'. 

In  every  fpring  fhe  feels  it,  every  wheel, 

And  every  movement  of  her  vaft  machine. 

Behold  !  quakes  Apennine,  behold !  recoils 
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Athos,  and  all  the  hoary-headed  Alps 
Leap  from  their  bafes  at  the  godlike  found. 

But  what  is  this,  celeftial  tho’  the  note, 

And  proclamation  of  the  reign  fupreme. 

Compar’d  with  fuch  as,  for  a  mortal  ear 
Too  great,  amaze  the  incorporeal  worlds  ? 

Should  oc.an  to  his  congregated  waves 
Call  in  each  river,  cataradt,  and  lake, 

And  with  the  watry  world  down  an  huge  rock 
Fall  headlong  in  one  horrible  cafcade, 

’Tvvcre  but  the  echo  cf  the  parting  breeze. 

When  Zephyr  faints  upon  the  lily’s  bread, 

’Twere  but  the  cealing  of  fome  inilrumer.t. 

When  the  laft  lingering  undulation 

Dies  on  the  doubting  ear,  if  nam’d  with  founds 

So  mighty!  fo  ftupendous !  fo  divine  ! 

But  not  alone  in  the  aerial  vault 
Does  he  the  dread  theocracy  maintain  ; 

For  oft,  enrag’d  with  his  inteftine  thunders, 

He  harrows  up  the  bowels  of  .the  earth, 

And  lhocks  the  central  magnet — Cities  then 
Totter  on  their  foundations,  llately  columns, 

Magnific  walls,  and  heaven-alfaulting  fpires. 

What  tho’  in  haughty  eminence  eredt 
Stands  the  flrong  citade',  and  frowns  defiance 
On  adverfe  holts,  tho’  many  a  baftion  jut 
Forth  from  the  ramparts  elevated  mound. 

Vain  the  poor  providence  of  human  art, 

And  mortal  llrength  how  vain  !  while  underneath 
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Triumphs  his  mining  vengeance  in  th’  uproar 
Of  Ihatter’d  towers,  riven  rocks,  and  mountains. 
With  clamour  inconceivable  uptorn. 

And  hurl’d  adown  th’  abyfs.  Sulphureous  pyrites 
Burfting  abrupt  from  darknefs  into  day, 

With  din  outrageous  and  deftrudtive  ire 
Augment  the  hideous  tumult,  while  it  wounds 
Th’  affiifted  ear,  and  terrifies  the  eye. 

And  rends  the  heart  in  twain.  Twice  have  we  felt. 
Within  Augufta’s  walls  twice  have  we  felt 
Thy  threaten’d  indignation,  but  ev’n  Thou, 

Incens  d  Omnipotent,  art  gracious  ever. 

Thy  goodnefs  infinite  but  mildly  warn’d  us 
With  mercy-blended  wrath  ;  O  fpare  us  Hill, 

Nor  fend  more  dire  conviction!  we  confefs 
That  thou  art  Ke,  th’  Almighty  :  we  believe. 

For  at  thy  righteous  power  whole  fyftems  quake. 
For  at  thy  nod  tremble  ten  thoufand  worlds. 

Hark !  on  the  winged  whirlwind’s  rapid  rage. 
Which  is  and  is  not  in  a  moment — hark ! 

On  th’  hurricane’s  tempefiuous  fweep  he  rides 
Invincible,  and  oaks  and  pines  and  cedars 
And  forefts  are  no  more.  For  conflid  dreadful! 
The  Weft  encounters  Eaft,  and  Notus  meets 
In  his  career  the  Hyperborean  blaft. 

The  lordly  lions  Ihuddering  feek  their  dens. 

And  fly  like  timorous  deer  ;  the  king  of  birds. 

Who  dar’d  the  folar  ray,  is  weak  of  wing. 
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And  faints  and  falls  and  dies ; — while  He  fupreme 
Stands  lledfaft  in  the  center  of  the  ftorm. 

Wherefore,  ye  objects  terrible  and  great, 

Ye  thunders,  earthquakes,  and  ye  fire-fraught  wombs 
Of  fell  volcanos,  whirlwinds,  hurricanes. 

And  boiling  billows,  hail !  in  chorus  join 
To  celebrate  and  magnify  your  Maker, 

Who  yet  in  works  of  a  minuter  mould 
Is  not  lefs  mar.ifeft,  is  not  lefs  mighty. 

Survey  the  magnet’s  fympathetic  love. 

That  wooes  the  yielding  needle  ;  contemplate 
Th’  attradlive  amber’s  power,  invifible 
Ev’n  to  the  mental  eye  ;  or  when  the  blow 
Sent  from  th’  eledtric  fphere  afiaults  thy  frame. 

Shew  me  the  hand  that  dealt  it ! — baffled  here 
By  his  Omnipotence,  Philofophy 
Slowly  her  thoughts  inadequate  revolves. 

And  Hands,  with  all  his  circling  wonders  round  her,  . 
Like  heavy  Saturn  in  th’  etherial  fpace 
Begirt  with  an  inexplicable  ring. 

If  fuch  the  operations  of  his  power, 

Which  at  all  feafons  and  in  every  place 
(Rul’d  by  eftablifh’d  laws  and  current  nature) 

Arreft  th’  attention  ;  Who  !  O  Who  fhall  tell 
His  afts  miraculous  ?  when  his  own  decrees 
Repeals  he,  or  fufpends,  when  by  the  hand 
Of  Mofes  or  of  Jolhua,  or  the  mouths 
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Of  his  prophetic  feers,  fuch  deeds'  he  wrought, 
Eefore  th’  aflonifh’d  Sun’s  all-feeing  eye, 

That  Faith  was  fcarce  a  virtue.  Need  I  fing 
The  fate  of  Pharaoh  and  his  numerous  band 
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Left  in  the  reflux  of  the  watry  walls. 

That  melted  to  their  fluid  ftate  again  ? 

Need  I  recount  how  Sampfon’s  warlike  arm 

With  more  than  mortal  nerves  was  ftrung  t’  o’erthrow 

Idolatrous  Philiftia  ?  fhall  I  tell 

Flow  David  triumph’d,  and  what  Job  fiiftain’d? 

— But,  O  fupreme,  unutterable  mercy  ! 

O  love  unequall’d,  myftery  immenfe. 

Which  angels  long  t’  unfold!  ’tis  man’s  redemption 
That  crowns  thy  glory,  and  thy  power  confirms. 
Confirms  the  great,  th’  uncontroverted  claim. 

When  from  the  Virgin’s  unpolluted  womb 
Shone  forth  the  Sun  of  Righteoufnefs  reveal’d. 

And  on  benighted  reafon  pour’d  the  day  ; 

Let  there  be  peace  (he  faid)  and  ail  was  calm 
Amongfi  the  warring  world — calm  as  the  fea. 

When  O  be  flill,  ye  boifterous  Winds,  he  cried. 

And  not  a  breath  was  blown,  nor  murmur  heard. 

His  was  a  life  of  miracles  and  mi  Hit, 

And  charity  and  love*  e’er  yet  he  tafie 
The  bitter  draught  of  death,  e’er  yet  he  rife 
Viftorious  o’er  the  univerfal  foe, 

And  Death  and  Sin  and  Hell  in  triumph  lead. 

His  by  the  right  of  conqueft  is  mankind, 

And  in  fweet  fervitude  and  golden  bonds 
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Were  ty’d  to  him  for  ever. — O  how  eafy 
Is  his  ungalling  yoke,  and  all  his  burdens 
’Tis  ecllacy  to  bear!  Him,  blefled  Shepherd, 

His  flocks  fhall  follow  thro’  the  maze  of  life 
And  (hades  that  tend  to  Bay-fpring  from  on  high  ; 
And  as  the  radiant  rofes  after  fading 
In  fuller  foliage  and  more  fragrant  breath 
Revive  in  fmiling  fpr'ng,  fo  (hall  it  fare 
With  thofe  that  love  him — for  fweet  is  their  favour. 
And  all  eternity  (hall  be  their-  fpring. 

Th  n  fhall  the  gates  and  everlafting  doors. 

At  which  the  King  of  Glory  enters  in, 

Be  to  the  Saints  unbarr’d  :  and  there,  where  pleafure 
Boafls  an  undying  bloom,  where  dubious  hope 
Is  certainty,  and  grief-attended  love 

Is  freed  from  paflion - there  we’ll  celebrate. 

With  worthier  numbers,  Him,  who  is,  and  was. 

And  in  immortal  prowefs  King  of  Kings, 

Shall  be  the  Monarch  of  all  worlds  for  ever. 
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O  N  T  H  E 

GOODNESS  OF  TEIE  SUPREME  BEING. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

ORPHEUS,  for  *  fo  the  Gentiles  call’d  thy  name, 
Ifrael’s  fweet  Pfalmift,  who  alone  collid’d  wake 
Th’  inanimate  to  motion  ;  who  alone 
The  joyful  hillocks,  the  applauding  rocks. 

And  floods  with  mufical  perfuafion  drew  ; 

Thou  who  to  hail  and  fnow  gav’ft  voice  and  found. 

And  mad’d  the  mute  melodious ! — greater  yet 
Was  thy  divined  flcill,  and  rul’d  o’er  more 
Than  art  and  nature ;  for  thy  tuneful  touch 
Drove  tremblino-  Satan  from  the  heart  of  Saul, 

And  quell’d  the  evil  Angel: — in  this  bread 
Some  portion  of  thy  genuine  fpirit  breathe. 

And  lift  me  from  myfelf,  each  thought  impure 
Banifh  ;  each  low  idea  raife,  refine, 

Enlarge,  and  fanflify  ; — fo  (hall  the  mufe 

e  See  this  conjefture  ftrongly  fupported  by  Delany,  in  his  Life  of 
David. 
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Above  the  ftars  afpire,  and  aim  to  praife 
Her  God  on  earth,  as  he  is  prais’d  in  heaven.' 

Immenfe  Creator!  whofe  all-powerful  hand 
Fram’d  univerfal  Being,  and  whofe  eye 
Saw  like  thyfelf,  that  ail  things  form’d  were  good; 
Where  fhall  the  timorous  bard  thy  praife  begin. 
Where  end  the  purell  facrifice  of  fong. 

And  juft  thankfgiving  ? — The  thought-kindling  light. 
Thy  prime  produ&ion,  darts  upon  my  mind 
Its  vivifying  beams,  my  heart  illumines. 

And  fills  my  foul  with  gratitude  and  Thee. 

Hail  to  the  chearful  rays  of  ruddy  morn. 

That  paint  the  ftreaky  Eaft,  and  blithfome  roufe 
The  birds,  the  cattle,  and  mankind  from  reft ! 

Hail  to  the  frefhnefs  of  the  early  breeze. 

And  Iris  dancing  on  the  new-fall’n  dew ! 

Without  the  aid  of  yonder  golden  globe 
Loft  were  the  garnet’s  luftre,  loft  the  lily. 

The  tulip  and  auricula’s  fpotted  pride; 

Loft  were  the  peacock’s  plumage,  to  the  fight 
So  pleafing  in  its  pomp  and  glofly  glow. 

O  thrice-illuftrious !  were  it  not  for  Thee 
Thofe  panfies,  that  reclining  from  the  bank, 

View  thro’  th’  immaculate,  pellucid  ftream 
Their  portraiture  in  the  inverted  heaven. 

Might  as  well  change  their  tripled  boaft,  the  white, 

The®purple,  and  the  gold,  that  far  outvie 

The  Eaftern  monarch’s  garb,  ev’n  with  the  dock. 
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Ev’n  with  the  baneful  hemlock’s  irkfpiae  green. 
Without  thy  aid,  without  thy  giadfome  beams 
The  tribes  of  woodland  warblers  would  remain 
Mute  on  the  bending  branches,  nor  recite 
The  praife  of  him,  who,  e’er  he  form’d  their  lord. 
Their  voices  tun’d  to  tranfport,  wing’d  their  flight, 
And  bade  them  call  for  nurture,  and  receive  ; 

And  lo  !  they  call ;  the  blackbird  and  the  thrulh. 
The  woodlark,  and  the  redbreaA  jointly  call; 

He  hears  and  feeds  their  feather’d  families. 

He  feeds  his  fweet  muncians, — nor  neglefls 
Th’  invoking  ravens  in  the  greenwood  wide  ; 

And  tho’  their  throats  coarfe  ruttling  hurt  the  ear. 
They  mean  it  all  for  muflc,  thanks  and  praife 
They  mean,  and  leave  ingratitude  to  man, — 

Eut  not  to  all, —for  hark  the  organs  blow 
Their  fv veiling  notes  round  the  cathedral’s  dome. 
And  grace  th’  harmonious  choir,  celcf.i:.!  feud 
To  pious  ears,  and  med’eine  of  the  mind; ' 

The  thrilling  trebles  and  the  manly  bafe 
join  in  accordance  meet,  and  with  cue  voice 
All  to  the  facred  fubjecl  fuit  their  fong.  , 

While  in  each  bread:  Tweet  melancholy  reigns 
Angelically  penflve,  till  the  joy 
Improves  and  purifies  ; — the  folemn  feene 
The  Sun  thro’  foiled  panes  furveys  with  awe. 

And  bainfully  with-holds  each  bolder  beam. 

Here,  as  her  home,  from  morn  to  eve  frequents 
The  cherub  Gratitude ; — behold  her  eves ! 

With  love  and  gladnefs  weepingly  they  ftied 
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tScflatic  fmiles ;  the  incenfe,  that  her  hands 
Uprear,  is  Tweeter  than  the  breath  of  May 
Caught  from  the  ne&arine’s  bloffom,  and  her  voice 
Is  more  than  voice  can  tell;  to  him  fhe  lings, 

To  him  who  feeds,  who  clothes,  and  who  adorns. 
Who  made,  and  Who  preferves,  whatever  dwells 
In  air,  in  fledfaft  earth,  or  fickle  fea. 

O  He  is  good,  he  is  iriamenfely  good ! 

Who  all  things  form’d,  and  form’d  theril  all  for  man 
Who  mark’d  the  climates,  varied  every  zone, 
Difpenfmg  nil  his  blelfings  for  the  beft 

In  order  and  in  beauty: - rife,  attend, 

Atteft,  and  praife,  ye  quarters  of  the  world  t 
Bow  down,  ye  elephants,'  fubmiflive  bow 
To  Him,  who  made  the  mite  ;  tho’  Afia’s  pride. 

Ye  carry  armies  on  your  tower-crown’d  backs. 

And  grace  the  turban’ d  tyrants,  bow  to  Him 
Who  is  as  great,  as  perfect,  and  as  good 
In  his  lefs  ftriking  wonders,  till  at  length 
The  eye’s  at  fault,  and  feeks  th’  affifting  glafe^ 
Approach  and  bring  from  Araby  the  bleft. 

The  fragrant  calfia,  frankincenfe,  and  myrrh. 

And  meekly  kneeling  at  the  altar’s  foot 
Lay  all  the  tributary  irtcenfe  down. 

Stoop,  fable  Africa,  with  reverence  Hoop, 

And  from  thy  brow  take  off  the  painted  plume  ; 
With  golden  ingots  all  thy  camel's  load 
T’  adorn  his  temples,  haften  with  thy  fpear 
Reverted,  and  thy  trufty  bow  unftrung. 

You  IV.  X 


While 


While  unpurfued  thy  lions  roam  and  roar. 

And  ruin’d  towers,  rude  rock.',  and  caverns  wide 
-Remurmur  to  the  glorious,  Turly  found. 

And  thou,  fair  Indian,  whole  immenfe  domain 
To  counterpoil'e  the  Hemifphere  extends, 

Halle  from  the  Wed,  and  with  thy  fruits  and  flowers,  • 
Thy  mines  and  med’cines,  wealthy  maid,  attend. 

More  than  the  plenteoufnefs  fo  fam’d  to  flow 
By  fabling  bards  from  Amalthea’s  horn 
Is  thine  ;  thine  therefore  be  a  portion  due 
Of  thanks  and  praife  :  come  with  thy  brilliant  crown 
And  veil  of  furr  ;  and  from  thy  fragrant  lap 
Pomegranates  and  the  rich  f  ananas  pour. 

But  chiefly  then,  Europa,  feat  of  Grace 
And  Chriilian  excellence,  his  Goodnefs  own,. 

Forth  from  ten  thoufand  temples  pour  his  praife ; 

Clad  in  the  armour  of  the  living  God 
Approach,  un (heath  the  Spirit’s  flaming  fword  ; 

Faith’s  fhield,  Salvation’s  glory, — compafs’d  helm 
With  fortitude  afTume,  ando’er  your  heart 
Fair  truth’s  invulnerable  bread- plate  fpreadj 
Then  join  the  general  chorus  of  all  worlds,. 

And  let  the  fong  of  charity  begin 
In  drains  feraohic,  and  melodious  prayer. 

“  O  all-fuflicient,  all-beneficent, 

Thou  God  of  Goodnefs  and  of  Glory,  hear  p 
“  Thou,  who  to  lowlied  minds  dod  condefcend. 
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“  Afi'uming  paflions  to  enforce  thy  laws, 

“  Adopting jealoufy  to  prove  thy  love: 

“  Thou,  who  refign’d  humility  uphold, 

“  Ev’n  as  the  florid  preps  the  drooping  rofe, 

“  But  quell  tyrannic  pride  with  peerlefs  power, 
“  Ev’n  as  the  temped  rives  the  ftubborn  oak  : 

“  O  all-fuflicient,  all-beneficent, 

“  Thou  God  of  Goodnefs  and  of  Glory,  hear  ! 

“  Blefs  all  mankind,  and  bring  them  in  the  end 
■“  To  heaven,  ,to  immortality,  and  Thee!” 
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